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Lapits and GENTLEMEN, 


5 HE great Candor with which you have 
4 received, as well as the uncommon Ge- 
2 neroſity with which you have encouraged 
5 this Work, calls upon the Proprietors, in 
the moſt grateful Manner, to return their Thanks for 
the Obligations they owe you. 
* Ir would be Prefumpdjon in them to aſſert, per- 
# haps, that the extraordinary Merit of the Book it- 
ſelf has, in ſome Meaſure, occaſioned your Attention 
do it, but in Juſtice they cannot help boaſting how- 
ever, that they have been informed by ſeveral good 
Judges, that no Collection of Songs, under any De- 
$ nomination whatſoever, has hitherto appeared, that 
could vie with the BurL-Fincn, in the Novelty, 
Variety, Chaſtity, or Correctneſs of its Contents. 
Or the firſt, namely, its Novelty, the Edition 
which we now lay before the Publick, is an un- 
controvertible Proof, fince 1t comprehends not only 
all the Songs and Ballads, ſung laſt Summer at 
Vauxhall, Ranelagh, the Theatres, Marybone, and 
Sadler's-Wells ; but alſo all thoſe of the former Sea- 


A ſons, 


[ 


ſons, which for the Beauty of their Words, or the 
Elegance of their Compoſition, are ſtill ſung in 
every private Company. 

As to its Variety, what can be greater, ſince it 
is calculated alike to pleaſe all Sorts and Condi- 
tions of Readers. 

AND as to the Chaſtity of its Contents, we have 
been particularly careful toavoid every thing poſſible 
to give Offence. But we know, there will not be 
wanting thoſe that will ſay to the Innocent and Vir- 
tuous, That we have caſt away Poetry, Wit, Hu- 
mour, and every brilliant Ornament, when we found 
them likely to be infectious through the Impropriety 
of their Subjects, or the Indecency of their Ex- 
preſſions. 

Ir any Lady or Gentleman will give themſelves 
the Trouble to compare this with any other Song- 
Book extant, they will find a great Diſparity in their 
Correctneſs, having employed a Perſon, at ſome 
Expence, to render this Edition correct, 

PERMIT us, to wiſh your whole Lives may be a 
continual Concert of the ſweeteſt, and pureſt Har 
mony, and give us Leave to ſubſcribe ourſelves, 


Lavits and GENTLEMEN, 


Your Obliged Servants, 


June 1, 1761. 
The Epiron. 
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Dawn cf hope my foul reviwves 107 
Ah ! whence this impotence of mind G2 
Alexis, a prelty young ſwan 73 
Alexis, a ſhrpverd yourg, conflant and kind 105 
All attendants apart — 40 
All in her fair jequrſter'd cel! — — 17 
All in the doxons the fle:t was moor'd _ 130 
All on the pleaſant bank of Trueed — 76 
All you that would rofine your blood — 139 
All you that would guiſb to ſucceed with a laſ; 180 
Amanda's fair by all conf<}s'd _— 36 
Ariſc Scoveet meſjenger of morn — - "2 180 
As blithe as the liunet ſings in the green woed 111 
As Chloe came into the room t'other day 159 
As Chloe ſat ſhelter” d and breath'd the cool air 74 
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As Colin rang*d early one morning in Jprino 5 
As Jamie Gay gang d blith his way — 82 


As I on pur ple tap*ſtry lay — 

s 1 went ver the meadows, no matter the day 
Aſe if you damaſk roje is ſaveet — 101 
As May in all her youthful dreſs — 

As on Tay's banks I wander*d in ſearch of my fair 
Aft me, all ye tuneful nine —— 
Aſſiſt me, eb 7 ' tuneful bard 104 


As Thyr/ts 4 ind by her fide he los vd beſt 

As tinkring Tom . ſtreets his trade did cry 98 
As other day milking I jat in the vale — 

As Vother day ver the green meaaoww I paſt 106 
A term full as long as the ſiege of old Troy — 
At night by moon Robe on the plain — 26 
At fitting day and rifing morn — 

Attend ye nymphs, while I impart _ 40 
At the foot of a hill, in a neat lonely cot 156 
At the wake Vother even young Colin I met 166 
Avaſt my boys, avaſt, all hands on ſhore 183 
Auſpicious ſpirits guard my love — 187 
Away with ſoft fighs for our danger alarms 8 
A auretch long tortur'd with diſdain — 132 
A youth, adorn'd with ew Art — 96 
A youth, if I would, I cou'd tell you his name 64 
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EHOLD the feweet flowvrs around 150 
Behold where Britannia points joyful ? 
her lance 1 15 


Beneath this grove, this ſilent ſhade 21 

Blithe Colin a pretty young ſwain — 164 

Blith Celin's bleft art _ — 65 
| Bloau- 


11 
Ag. 


laws 


So 


3} 


y 


os 
„ 
* 
s *** 


of the SONGS, 


it 
Part I. Pt. I 
Page Pag. 
Blox, bl;w, thou winter's wind — 145 
Born with the wices of my kind — 181 
Brig b. Sol, at length by Thetis wwo9'd — 43 
Bring Phæbus from Parnaſſian bows — 20 
Britannia no longer o'er injuries dreams — 8 
Britannia, queen of ocean, riſe — 3 
Britons, attend, I fing in merry lay — 10 
Buſy, curious, thirſty A 169 
By a p, rattling ftream on a midſummer”s eve 138 
By maſon's art th' aſpiring dome — 107 | 
By the dew beſprintled roſe — 38 
By the gayly circling glaſs — os 
By the ruſhy fringed bank — — 149 
— 
A N love be controul'd by advice — 169 
Can the w a taper's feeb e rays 178 
Caſt, my love, thine eyes around — 133 
Ceaſe, Cupid, ceaſe th hy fond alarms — 91 
Cleora fat beneath a ſhade 121 
Come,, all 3e young ſpirits of lively addreſs 162 
Come all you young lowers auh wan with deſpair 131 
Come SLEW up my lads, tis to glory we ftecr 2 
Come, Chlce, a; :d give me ſweet kiffes _ | 26 
Come, come, bid adieu to fear 148 
Come, come, my dear n ;mphs nows all — | 
leo gay 43 
Come, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks awe 
muſt ſh:ar 53 
Come give your attention to what 1 unfold 60 
Come here, fellyw-ſervants and liſten to me 186 
FE me hither, come hither, ye languiſhing ſwains | 163 
Come liften a white, and Ill tickle your ears 138 
A 3 Come 


An Alphabetical Table 


Part I. Pt. II 
Page Pag. 


Come live with me, and be my rue — 83 
Come, my Laura, hea) nly maid — 4; 
Come Roger and liſien to where I have been 31 
Come Roger and Nell, came Simkin aud Bell 359 
Come Roſalind, ob! come and jee 149 
Come thou roſy dimpled bey 
Confin'd to the howe till he age of” fifteen 
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EAR Chl, attend 
Dear Chloe, whilſt thus beyond meaſure 
Deareft Daphne, turn thine ces —_ 49 
Dearift Kitiy, kind and {air — 
Dear Madam, ald Homer, an honeſt blind ** 4 
Dear Phillis, ſweet girl, be now kind to 
my fain 
Dear Sylvia, no longer, my paſſion due 
Declare, my pretty maid 
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Decripit winter limp'd away — 179 
Defend my heart, ye virgin = ers — 
Delia, Delia, leave the Gad ag 76 


Did you ſce er a ſbepherd, ze 5 mphs, pass this wa) 
Diogenes ſuriy and proud 


E. 
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i be Gay — 25 


Fair Hebe [ left WW! $1 a Cautious de Au 170 


Fair is the ſwan, the ermine white — 


Fair Kitty beautiful and young —— 14 
Fair Sally lov'd a bouny ſcaman — 171 
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Fame's an eccho, pratiling double . 1147 
Fanny fairer than a flower — 49 
Fare toll, my Pa/lora, uo longer your ſwain 105 
Fly hence grim mcelancholy's train — 59 
For Florimel fo fair of late — 175 
Forgive, ye fair, nor rake it wrong — 95 
From ſweet betwitching tricks of love — 117 
From the man whom I love tho my heart 1 c 2 
dijruiſe 7 
From thije eternal regions bright — 91 
| 
G. 
A Damon long flud;*d my heart to obtain [157 
1 Gentle love, to aut my lover * 159 
Give me but a wife, 1 expect not to find — '4 Te 
God ſave great George our king _ 167 
(us, roje, my Chloe's bojom grace — 147 
H. 
AD I,. ye fwains, the happy pow'r 64 
| Hail maſonry, thou craft divine — 18| 
Happy the man vwheje wiſh and care — 131 
Hark ! away, lis the merry ton'd horn — J16 5 
Hark ! Daphne, from the hawthorn buſh 127 
Hark ! the birds begig their lay _ 43 
Hark ! the horn calls away — 36 
Hark the lcud drum — — 3 
Haſte, haſte and awway, my only dear — 32 
Haſte, haſte, eub'ry nymph, and each ſebain td 
the grove * 
Haſte, haſte, Phillis, haſte, tis the firſt of the May] 8x 
Hence painful pleaſure, pleaſing pain — 23 
He that a cuckold is, let it not grieve him == | 33 
A4 How 
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How bl:jt has my time beer: what days ha ve g | 
** 94 Geary: 1 5 * 
How blithe was I each morn to ſos — 101 


How. brimfull of nothing*s the life of a beau 158 
How eaſy was Collin, hows blithe and how gay 57 
How few like you, would dare adviſe — 25 


Hoxww gentle was niy Damon's air _ 115 | 
How happy a ſiate does a miller pofſiſs  — 126 
How little do the landmen kmoww — 52 
How pleaſant a Jailer”s life paſſes — 111 3 
How ſweet is the ci, air — 124 
J. | 
Am a young virgin that oft bave been told 68 
If from the luſtre of the ſuͥn — 160 
5 lowe's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment 114 & 
IF thoſe who live in ſbepherd's boauer — 4 
If wine and muſic have the power — 41 | 
{ have ramtl:d, Town it, whole years up and down) 2 
T'll fing of my lever all night and all day 82 
1 met in our village a fwain tother day — 30 | 
In all the ſex /ome charms I find —_ 78 . 
In a ſmall pleaſant village, by nature compleat 144 
In Chloris all joft charms agree — 48 
In June s fragrant month, where the falver & 
thames flows 13 
In lem s name, you're charg d hereby — 77 1 
In notes ſublime my daring muſe — 188 
Ir fſtcry dee told — 193 F 
T jearch'd the Fields of ew'ry kind — 55 1 
1 ſeek my ſhepberd gone tray — 16 3 
Leck not at once end female to find 3 96 1 
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E AVE neighbours your work and to 


Jpert and to play 
Let ambilion fire thy mind 


Let fops pretend in fames to melt 


Let me wander not unſeen 
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Let rakes for pleaſure range the 


town 


Let the nymph /till awoid, and be deaf 10 
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| Let the philoſophic wiſe 
Let the tempeſt of war 


Life's a garden rich in treaſure 


— — 


— — 


Live and lowe, enjoy the fair —— 


Long at thy altar, god of lowe 


Long, long I dejpair'd a young ſhepherd to find? 


Long time my heart had ro- 
Lowe's a gentle gen'rous paſſion 
Love, thou bane of /oft content 
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ORE bright the ſun began io dawn 

Mufick has puww'r to melt the foul 
My banks are all furniſh'd with bees 
My fair, ye /wains, is gone aſtray 


My fond ſhepherds of late awere jo ble 


W Kitty cries, was Damon wiſe 


V mother cries, Betty be ſhy 


— —— 


80 
188 


67 


90 

66 
136 

65 
189 
175 
6 


54 


68 


172 
84 


Mrtilla demanding the aid of my pen — 63 


* 
4 


i] 


| 


128 


viii An Alphabetical Table 

Part I. Pt. I1 
Page Pag. 
N. | 


TEAR a tb: cf grow, whoſe der — 
bow ring ſhade 4 

Near the fede of à pond, at the foot of a hill 126 

Night, to t>ver”s jrys a friend 

No more the feſt. v e train I'll join — 30 

Nor on beds of fading flowers — 148 

No ſhepherd was like Strephen gay — 

Now lighier and gayer, ye tinkiing ſtringe, ſound 149 
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New Phatus fenzeth in the wr "/F — 162 / 
Now the happy knot 15 7 'd — — 190 
New the ſnow drops lift their hadi — 4 
N;ymphs and jo:pnerds come away — 177 | 
0. | 
F oll the pirls in our town — 90 
Of good Engliſh beer our ſongs let's raiſe 142 
Of war's ict other rhymers talk 51 0 
Ob! Daman, believe not your Jenny unt rue 124 3 
Oh ! howw coal 1 venture to laue one like thee 109 
Oh ! Mary, feft in feature 154 8 
054 Phillis, ſoame on you to ſerve a ſwain ſo 125 8 
Oy gh. joys does conqueſt yield — 5 8 
OD ue thou know what ſacred charins 1 27 bY 
Oh ! bv thou know what fecret charms 187 S 
Old Chaucer once to this re-echoing grove 113 $ 
On a pri uruſe bank, by a murmuring fiream $5 S 
Once more PI! tune the wocal ſpell 123 8 


One 11 dſummer morning when nature load gay 27 
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On the Tay's werdant banks a fair maid lay reclin d 142 
O true content, ſecure from harms — 182 
F. 
ALZMON lbw'd Paſtora — 34 
Pho! pox o'this nonſenſe, I prithee c 
give der 35 
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Preach not ts me your muſty rules — e 161 
Pritty, little, modeſt fair 189 
Puh about the brijk bowl, *twill enliven the heart 97 
R. 
| ESOLY'D, as her poet, of Celia to fing © 
Rouje, Britons, rouſe, and face the foe 188 
8. 
C AY, lovely peace, that grac'd our iſle — 158 
k Says Damon to Phillis, ſuppaſe my fond 8 8 
eyes + 
Says Plato, why ſpould man be vain — 186 
See ! from the filent grove, Alexis flies 165 
See royal Edward land _ _ 8 
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The lawland lads think they are fine — 128 
The moon ſhone forth ſerenely bright — . 1 39 
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72% form'd by the tendereſt care of young love 

De ladies look gay, wwhen of beauty they toaſt 170 
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var 

Three goddeſſes ſtundiug together 

*Tis a twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they are 
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Well met, deareſt Phebe; ah ! why in ſuch haſte 

Well net, prett; nyimpb, Jays a jolly young fevain 

Were J as poor as wwretch can be — 172 

Ve ve fought, wwe bade conquer'd, and . 97 


E ngland once more — 


What beauteous ſcenes inchant my fight l 


What ! is he gone, and can it be 3 


What mea cine can ſoften the beſom's Feen ſmart |1 


What ſadnaſs reigns der the plain —— 44 
What tho" his guilt my heart hath torn — 7 
When abjent from the maid I love — 185 
When all the attic fire was fled — — 
When April day began to riſe _ 
When Britain firſt at heawv'n's command 
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When Damon firſt my eyes beheld — 
When Fanny, blooming fair — 
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When firſt by fond Damon Flawvella was ſeen 
When firſt I jaw my Delias's face — 
When gentle Harriot fiſt I jaw — 34 
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I 54. 
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When lovely Chlis's gentle touch — 65 
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Ze fair who ſhine thro* Britain's iſle — 
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Ye mortals whom fancies and troubles perplex 
Ye nymphs who to the throne of love — 
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Yes, I'm in love, I feel it nab — 142 
Ye jhepherds, fo chearful and gay 
Ye true honejt Britons, who love your own land 79 
Ye warblers, while Strephin I mourn — 93 
Ye weeds and ye mountains unknown — [ 
Young Colin fiſhing near the mill _ 28 
Young Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight 
Young Colin fought my heart to gain __ 
Yeung Colin fought my heart to win — 
Young Damen am rous ana ſincere — 76 
Young Dophne made Damen a due to her pride 
Young Daphne was the prettieſt maid — 
Young Jockey he courted ſaueet Moggy fo fair 155 
Young Jeckey ub teaz'd me a twelwe-month, 

or more 
Young Molly who lives at the foot of the hill 
Jung Roper of the mill, one morn; ng very Joon 


vun Strephon, a ſhepherd, tbe pride 9 118 


Main 
Yeung Thyrſis, je ſhepherds, is gene — 
Jou Jay, at your feet, that 1 wept in deſpair 
2 ou tell mie, I'm hand/Jome, I know: n6t how true 
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61 ger by Dr. Arne, Sung by Mi/; Cibber, in the Way © 
| 3 to Keep him. 
| E fair married Dames who ſo often deplore, 
; : That a Lover once bleſs'd, is a Lover no 
1 more; | 
: Attend to my Counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 


70 That Prudence muſt cheriſh, what Beauty has 
9 3 caught. | 
130 | 
" Mhe Bloom of your Cheek, and the. Glance of 
29 i your Eye, | Oe 
53 Four Roſes and Lilies may make the Men figh : 
But Roſes and Lilies, and ſighs paſs away, 
And Paffion will die, as your Beauties decay. 


ſe the Man that you wed like your fav'rite Guittar, 
36 Tho' Muſic, in both, they are both apt to jar, 


151 "Wow tuneful and ſoft from a delicate Touch, 
Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much. 
A. he Sparrow and Linnet will feed from your Hand, 
10 Ho tame by your Kindneſs, and come at command; 
oi Vert with your Huſband, the fame happy Skill, 
m_ - ts, like your Birds, may be tam'd to your 
ill. 


E. 


£2.29 
Be gay and good humour'd, complying and kind, 
Turn the chief of your Care from your Face to 
your Mind; 
is there that a Wife may her Conqueſts improve, 
And Hymnen ſhall rivet the Fetters of Love. 


9 ON 0 Fi. 
Set by Dr. Boyce, Sung by Mr. Champneſe, ir Har. 


lequin's Invaſion. 4 


OME, chear up, my Lads, 'tis to Glory 
we ftcer, | 
To add {omething new to this wonderful Year : 
To honcur we call you, nor preſs you like Slaves ; 
For who are ſo free, as we Sons of the Waves. | 


CR MS vx: 


Heartof Oak are our Ships, Heart of Oak are our Men, 
We always are ready, d 
Steady, Boys, ſteady; 5 

We'll fight and we'll conquer again, and again. 


We ne'er ſee our Foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay; 
They never fee us, but they with us away; 
If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore, 
For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 
Heart of Oak, &c. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible Foes, 1 
They'll frighten our Women, and Children, anc uh 

Beaus ; 3. 
But ſhould their flat Bottoms in Darkneſs get o'er, {| 
Still Britons they'll find, to receive them aſhore. i 
Heart of Oak, &c. £1 
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ſhore. 
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Woe'll till make them run, and we'll ſtill make 


them ſweat, 


In ſpite of the Devil, and Bru//els Gaxette; 


Then chear up, my Lads, with one voice let us 
ſing, tif 
Our Soldiers, our Sailors, our Stateſmen, and King. 


Heart of Oak, &c. 


S, ON G. HI. 


Z DRITANNIA, Queen of Ocean, riſe, 


1 Perfidious Gallia's Threats deſpiſe, 
Send forth the Fleet; — each hoſtile Shore, 


Shall tremble when thy Cannons rore. 


; Thy Sword the Hand of juſtice draws, 


And Heav'n approves thy righteous Cauſe; 


Nor Forts nor Forces ſtop thy Way, 
So Minden, ſo Quebec can ſay. 


Not more affrighted flies the Deer, 

> When he perceives the Hunter near, 
Than Gallia's Fleets, when they deſcry, 
The Briziþ Enſign waving high. 


a 


Then ſtrike again ſome deadly Blow, 


And urge thy Vengeance on the Foce; 
aſhore, = * 2 ˖ y 8 bl 


Till vanquiſf'd Tyranny ſubmit, 
To what is juſt, and what is fit. 


. Nor may kind Heav'n the Time prolong, 
Fer thou thalt verify my Song; | 
halt I bid the horrid Havock ceaſe, 


And give the Nations laſting Peace. 
et o'er, | 


Rcturn, ſweet Peace! Return once more, 

Vith Commerce ſpread the Ocean o'er; 

Ah! 1 and ſpread the Sail 
An! ſoon return, and ſpread the Sail, 


nd Riches bring with ev'ry Gale. 


B 2 SONG 


14 1 


SONG IV. 


Set by Dr. Arne, in the Oratorio of Alfred the Great: 


F thoſe who live in Shepherd's Bower, 
1 Preſs not the gay and ſtately Bed; 

The new mow'n Hay and breathing Flower, 
A ſofter Couch beneath them ſpread. 

If thoſe who fit at Shepherd's Board, 

Sooth not their Taſte with wanton Art; 

| They take hat Nature's Gifts afford, 

| And take it with a chearful Heart, 


If thoſe who drain the Shepherd's Bowl, 

| No high and ſparkling Wines can boaſt, 
With wholeſome Cups they chear the Soul, 
i And crown them with the Village Toaſt, 
Fl Tf thoſe who join in Shepherd's Sport, 

1 Dancing on the daiſy'd Ground, 

U Have not the Splendor of a Court; 

Yet Love adorns the merry Round. 


GN. V. 


Set by Dr. Arne, in the Oratorio of Alfred the Great, 


H E Shepherd's plain Life, 
Without Guilt, without Strife, 
Can only true Bleſſings impart : 
As Nature directs 
That Bliſs he expects, 
From Health and from Quiet of Heart. 


Vain Grandeur and Pow'r, 
Thoſe Joys of an Hour, 
Tho” Mortals are toiling to find; 
Can Titles or Show 
Contentment beſtow ! 


All Happineſs dwells in the Mind, 


1 
Behold the gay Roſe, | 
How lovely 1t grows, 
eat* Secure in the Depth of the Vale. 
Yon Oak, that on high 
Aſpires to the Sky, 
Both Lightning and Tempeſts aſſail. 
DutzTTo. 
Then let us the Snare 
Of Ambition beware, 
That Source of Vexation and Smart. 
And ſport on the Glade, 
Or repoſe in the Shade, | 
ich Health and with Quiet of Heart. 


| | SONG VI. 

Sung by Mr. Beard at Ranelagh, 

od 8 Colin rang'd early one Morning in ring; 
| To hear the Woods Choriſters warble Sy ſing; 
Young Phæbe he ſaw ſupinely was laid, 
And thus in ſweet Melody ſung the fair Maid: 
And thus, &c. 


Of all my Experience how vaſt the amount, 

_ Fince fifteen long Winters I fairly can count; 

Nas ever poor Damſel fo ſadly betray'd, 

To live to theſe Years, and yet ſtill be a Maid 

To live, &c. 

xc Heroes triumphant by Land and by Sea, ' 

vorn Vot'ries to Love, yet unmindful to me; 

If Proweſs approv'd, of no Dangers afraid, 

ill you td by like Daftards, and ſee me a Maid! ? 
Fill you, &c. 

& Counſellors ſage, who with eloquent 'Tongue, 
"A co what you pleaſe, with right and with wrong; 
nit be by Law, or by Equity ſaid, 

Hat a comely young Girl ought to dic an old Maid, 


Hat a comely, &. 
beet at a comely, &c. B; * 


6 ] 
Ve learned Phyficians, whoſe-excellent Skill, 


Can fave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill; 


To a poor forlorn Damfel contribute your Aid, 


Who is fick, very ſick, of remaining a Maid. 
Who is ſick, &c. X 


Ye Fops I invoke not to lit to my Song, 

Who anſwer no End, and to no Sex x. "0 

Ye Echos of Echo, ye Shadows of Shade, 

For if I had you, 1 might {till be a Maid. 

For if, &c. 

Young Colin was melted to hear her complain, 
Then whiſper'd Relief, like a kind hearted Swain, 
Ant Phete, well pleas'd, is no longer afraid, 

Of being neglected, and dying a Maid. 

Of being negleectd, and dying a Maid. 


SONG VII. 
Fer by. Dr. Arne, Sung by Mr. Lowe at Vauxhall. 


ESOLV'D as her Poet, of Celia to fing, 
For Emblems of Beauty I fearch'd thro' the 
Spring; 


To Flowers ſofe blooming compar'd the ſweet Maid, 


But Flowers, tho' blooming, at Ev'ning may fade. 
Of Sunſhine and Breezes I next thought to write, 
Of Breezes ſo calm, and of Sunſhine ſo bright; 
But theſe with my Fair no Reſemblance will hold, 
For the Sun ſets at Night, and Breezes grow cold, 


The Clouds of mild Evening array'd in pale blue, 


While the Sun Beams behind them peep'd glitter- * 


ing through, 
Tho? to rival her Charms they can never ariſe, 
Yet methought they look'd ſomething like Ceha's 
ſweet Eyes ; = | 
| Theis 


& 4 
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"Theſe Beauties are tranſient, but Cælia's will laſt, 


When Spring and when Summer, and Autumn are 


aſt, 
For Senſe and good Humour, no Seaſon diſarms, 
And the Soul of my Celia enlivens her Charms. 


At length on a Fruit Tree a Bloſiom I found, 


W hich Beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed Fragrance around, 
JI then thought the Muſes had {mild on my Pray'r, 
This Bloſſom I cried, will reſemble my Fair; 
Theſe Colours ſo gay, and united fo well, 

This delicate Texture, and raviſhing Smell, 

Be her Perſons dear Emblem, but where ſhall F find, 
In Nature a Beauty that equals her Mind. 


This Bloſſom now pleaſing, at Summer's gay Call, 
Muſt languiſh at firſt, and muſt afterwards fall, 
But behind it the Fruit, its Succeſſor, ſhall riſe, 
By Nature diſrob'd of its beauteons Diſguile : 

v0 Celia, when Youth, that gay Bloſſom is o'er, 
57 her Virtues improv'd, ſhall engage me the more, 
Nin recall ev'ry Beauty, that brightn'd her prime, 
When her Merit is ripen'd by Love and by Time. 
7 9 


F SONG VII, 


3 et by Dr. Arne, Sung by Mrs. Scott in the Deſert 


Iland, 


HAT tho? his Guilt my Heart hath torn, 
A Yet lovely 1s his Mein, 1. 5 
His Eyes mild op'ning as the Morn, 

Around each Grace is ſeen. | 
ut ch! ye Nymphs, your Loves ne'er let him win, 
For oh! Deceit and Falſhood dwell within, | 


From his red Lip, his Accents ftole, 


3 More ſoft than vernal Snows ; 


They melting came, and in the Soul 


& Deſire and Joy aroſe : 


8-4 But 


189. 
But oh! ye Nymphs, ne'er liſten to his Art, 
For oh! baſe Fal ſhood rankles in his Heart. 
He left me in his lonely State, 
He fled and left me — 
Another Ariadne's Fate, 
To mourn the live long Vear. a 
He fled; but oh! what Pains the Heart muſt prove, 
Reviling thus, the Crimes of him we love. 


SONG IX. 
The HEROIC F AIX. 
\ WAY with ſoft Sighs! for our Danger alarms! 
e 


Our Country ſolicits our Smiles to its Aid; 
t our Beauty inſpirit its Vot'ries to Arms, 
And Heroes alone wan the Heart of the Maid. 


Laft Month mydear Colin with Tearſwimming Eyes, 
Preſs'd my Hand, while he look'd a whole Vo- 
lume of Woe, 
Ev'n then (for my Heart never wore a Diſguiſe) 
If you love me, ſaid I, go and conquer the Foe. 


Go, and ruſh to the Fight, go and conquer the Foe ; 
Securing your Country's, ſecure your own Bliſs ; 
Love ſhall nerve your bold Arm, Love ſhall proſper 
each Blow, 
And the ruin of France ſhall ſecure you a Kiſs. 


Go then! He obey'd, reſolv'd not to ſtay, 

But preſs'd my Lips firſt, how elſe could we part, 
I figh'd him Succeſs, .as the Youth went away; 
Forhis Worth had ſecur'd ev'ry Wiſh of my Heart. 


If by my Example, my Sex was inſpir'd, 
No Nation would dare to provoke Britiſ Rage; 


welt 


Our Swains with true Courage would always be fir'd, Ne 


And our Smiles create Heroes in every Age. 


SONG 


3 
* 
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arms! 
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ad. 
Eyes, 
e Vo- 
ſe) 
Foe. 


> Foe; 


Bliſs; 


roſper 


Liſs. 


e part, 
3 
Heart. 


Lage; 
e fir d, 
©. 


N 6 


Lo what I now impart. 


[9] 


SONG X. 
* Set by Mr. Worgan. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, is the Way to Keep him, 
E Fair, who ſhine thro' Britain's He, 
Y And triumph o'er the Heart ; 
for once attentive be a while, 
Would you obtain the Youth you love, 
The Precepts of a Friend approve, 
And learn the Way to kecp him. 


A- ſoon as Nature has decrecd 
The Bloom of eightcen Years, 
And 1/atel from School is freed, 
Then Beauty's Force appears; 
The youthful Blood begins to flow, 
dhe hopes for Man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt Way to keep him. 
When firſt the pleaſing Pain is felt 
Within the Lover's Breait ; 
And you by ftrange Perſuaſion melt, 
Fach wiſhing :o be bleſt ; 
not too bold, nor yet too coy, 
ith Prudence lure the happy Boy, 
And that's the Way to keep him. 
At Court, at Ball, at Park, or Play, 
Aſſume a modeſt Pride; 
Aud leſt your Tongue your Mind betray, 
1 fewer Words confide ; 
he Maid who thinks to gain a Mate 
dar Chat, will find too late, 
That's not the Way to keep him. 
I areſſing ne'er the Hours kill, 
That Bane to all the Sex, 
hr let the Arts of dear Spadille 
our Innocence perplex. 
3 5 Be 


Co] 

| Be always decent as a Bride, 

itt By virtuous Rules your Reaſon guide, 

! For-that's the Way to Keep him. 

if But when the nuptial Enot is fall, 

1 And both its Bleſſings ſhare; 

T8 To make thoſe Joys for ever laſt, 

05 Of Jealouſy beware; 

. His Love with kind Compliance meet, 

| Let Conſtancy the Work compleat, 
And you'll be ſure to keep him. 


w— OO ' ®”  - oF. 


SONG XI. 
An . 
For tze LoR D Mayor's Dar. 
RECITATILVE, 


BA attend, I ſing in merry Lay, 

The Feats atchiev'd upon a Lord Mayor's Day: 
What Surfeits caught, what feeding when they dine 
What ſober Citizens get drunk by nine: 55 
What Sights are ſeen, what rattling, Fuſs and Noiſe, # 
Of Coaches, Carts, Men, Women, Girls, and Boys 
WhoStreets, Bulks, Windows, Tops of Houſes throng, 
To view his Lordſhip paſs in State along. 


AIR. | 

(Oh ! London is a fine Town, &c.) | 

Oh! Lord Mayor's Show, ſo brave and gay, does 

Honour to the City, 

And old and young, and rich and poor, muſt ow: Wy 

tis vaſtly pretty; 

To ſee the gilded Coach and fix, and Man in Ar. DT 

mour nde, A 

In Pomp and Splendour, from Guildhall, unto th 2 
Water- de. 


a, 


_—T -. 
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And when in Barges cloſely pent, ſuch Plenty of 

| good Cheer, | 

What Pity *tis ſo fine a Sight ſhould come but once 
a Year | 


Oh! Lord Mayor's Show, ſo brave, Ec. 


RECITATIVE. 


The Buſtle o'er, the Cavalcade gone by, 
The Mob diſpers'd, to Dinner's all the Cry. 


Wich haſten'd Steps, as keeneſt Hunger calls, 


y, doe 
aſt ow! 
in Ar 


nto th 


An 


The ſtarv'd Mechanics ſeek their diff'rent Halls; 
At the full groaning Board each takes his Seat, 
With brandiſh'd Knife and Fork, prepar'd to eat, 
, AIR. 
Cb: of every Occupation, &c.) 

Cits of ev'ry Occupation, 
' Ev'ry Age and ev'ry Station, 
. Parſons, Juſtices of Quorum, 

All with Napkins tuck'd before 'em, 


$ 
B Prefs to have their Plates fill'd firſt: 


With the Vicuals here ſuch Work is, 
Snatching Turtle, Geeſe, and 'Turkies ; 


5 
. Hares with Puddings in their Bellies, 
* 


Cheeſecakes, Cuſtards, Tarts and Jellies, 

10 Bawling, ſwearing, 
Cutting, tearing, 

; Sweating, puffing, 

75 Licking, ſtuffing, 

Y Juit as if they all would burft, 


” RECITATIVE. 


Ber Proweſs now in cating having prov'd, 

Ne Diſhes empty'd, and the Cloth remov'd ;. 
ain the Table ſmiles with Wine and Ale, 

d Toaſts and Bumpers ev'ry where prevail! 
me talk, ſome laugh, ſome ſmoak, ſome ſnoting lie, 
d {ome with jovial Songs old Care defy, 

= 3 6 At x. 
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AIR. 


Come hither my Country Squire, &C.) 
Come fill the Glaſs to the Brink, 
Brils Wine ſoon away Sorrow drives; 
Like Cowards ne'er ſhrink, but valiantly drink 
Confuſton to Bailiffs and Wives. 


CHORUS, 
Such ſoaking, ſuch ſmoaking, and joking, 
Such guzzling here you ſee ; 
The Buck and furr'd Gown together ſit down, 
And all are good Company. 
To enjoy Life while we may, 
Fil prove from the Scripture is right; 
Old Lat us'd, they ſay, to fuddle 3 
And lie with his Doxy at Night. 


Cnorvus, 
Such ſoaking, ſuch ſmoaking, and joking, &c. 


RECITATIVE. 


But ſoon the luſcious Grape too potent grows, 
Mirth and good Humour turn to Words and Blows; 


Now Rogue and Cuckold through the Hall reſound, 4 
AndWigs, and Canes, and Cravats ſtrew the Ground; 


Till bright Aurora rears her roſy Head, 
And bids the noiſy Crew reel Home to Bed. 


AIR. 
(There was a jowial Beggar, &c.) 
Let Heroes both by Land and Sea, 
Their Deeds in Battle boaſt; 
They only Fame acquire now, 
Who eat and drink the moſt. 0 
Then a guttling we will go, will go, will go, 
Then a guttling we will go. 
In 


Je. 


Ws; 
und, 
ind; 


lov'd the fair Maid, and my Suit I prefer'd ; 
F hen Virtue I prais'd, ſhe attentively heard: 4 
"She bluſh'd as I talk'd of a veſtal's Deſert, f 
And ſmil'd as I vow'd ſhe had conquer'd my Heart, 


1 

In Story we are told of one, 
An Ox flew with his Fiſt; 

Then at a Meal he eat him up; 
Gods! what a glorious Twiſt. 


Then a guttling, c. 
If then good Eating's ſo renown'd, 
Be this each Britou's Pray'r, 
« God bleſs the Court of Aldermen, 
*The Sheriffs, and Lord Mayor,” 
When a guttling they do go, do go, do go, 
When a guttling they do go. 


SONG XII. 


THis 15 GOING TOO FAR. 


N Tune's fragrant Month, where the Silver 
Thames flows, 


And Nature's gay Beauties tranſparently ſhows ; 
I walk'd with my Nancy lock'd cloſe Arm in Arm, of 
And prattled of Love as I view'd ev'ry Charm: 


prais'd her fine Features and delicate Air, 


1 ord bleſs me, ſaid ſhe, this 1s going too far. 


Then tenderly ſaid, do not paſs ſuch an Air, 
you love not with Truth, this is going too far, 


We told me, with Eloquence fine as her Frame, 


That Virtue and Honour were nobler than Fame; 


That Love and Content were ſuperior to Wealth, 


Ind ſplendid Ambition was nothing to Health; 
That Marriage was ſacred, which Heav'n made its 


11 go, 4 Care, 


In 


ord bleſs me, thought I, this is going too far. 
Perhaps, 


- > — : = we Fw. 


( 14 ] 
Perhaps, I reply'a, ſhould ſhe offer her Hand, 
On me, her inferior in Flocks and in Land, 
Her Friends would deſipiſe her, the World it might 
blame, 


Though her Senſe and her Merit would ſtill be the 


ſame: 
Her Beauty and Fortune might well claim a Star; 
She ſtarted, and ſaid, this is going too far. 


Her Rebuke it was juſt, but her Frown was ſevere, 
Such Beauty and Anger no Mortal can bear; 

I ſe:z'd her white Hand, which I preſs'd with my Lip, 
Such Sweetneſs the Bees on fair Hyb/a would fip, 

I aſk*d her Forgiveneſs, ſhe granted my Pray'r, 
And yet ſeem'd afraid this is going too far. 


I vow'd that my Heart was entirely her own, 

Which ſhould yield to her Sway, as the Tide to the 
Moon ; 

She own'd that her Paſſion ſhould equally run, 


As true to my Flame as its Flow'r to the Sun; 


Hymen's Torch brightly blaz'd, which has bleſt the 


fond Pair; 
Who love and ne'er ſay this is going too far. 


SONG XIII. 
KiTTY ; er the Female Phatton. 


Set by Dr. Arne. Words by Mr. Prior. Sung at 
Vauxhall. 
AIR Kitty beautiful and young, 
\ And wild as Colt untam'd ; 
Beſpoke the Fair from whence ſhe ſprung, 
With little Rage inflam'd : 
Inflam'd with Rage at ſad Reſtraint, 
Which wiſe Mamma ordain'd, 
And ſorely vex'd to play the Saint, 
While Wit and Beauty reigu'd. 


L 


w "I . 
» " 1. 8 
| 


( 15 ] 
While Wit and Beauty reign'd. 
And forely vex'd to play the Faint 
ight While Wit and Beauty reign'd. 


the Muſt Lady Jenny frifſk about 
And vilit with her Couſins ? 
ar; At Balls muſt ſhe make all the Rout, 
And bring Home Hearts by Dozens ? 
What has ſhe better, pray, than 1, 
re, What hidden Charms to boaſt, 


g That all Mankind for her mould die, 
Lip, While I am ſcarce a Toaſt ? 
D, While I am ſcarce a 'Toaft ? 
That all Mankind for her ſhould die, 


While I am ſcarce a Toaſt? 


Dear,dear Mamma, for once let me, 
Uhchain'd, my Fortune try, 
I'll have my Earl as well as the, 
| Or know the Reaſon why : 
K the Fond Love prevail'd, Mamma gave Way, 
| | Kitty, at Heart's Deſire, 
Obtain'd the Chariot for a Day, 
A And ſet the World on Fire, 
n And ſet the World on Fire. 
Obdtain'd the Chariot for a Day, 
] And ſet the World on Fire. 
no at | 


SON G IV. 
TRE Men will RoMANCE. 


HEN I eater'd my Teens, and threw Play- 
4 things aide, 
I conceiv'd myſelf Woman, and fit for a Bride 
By the Men 1 was flatter' d, my Pride to enhance, 
For the Maids will believe, and the Men will ro- 
© mance, They 
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They ſwore that my Eyes the bright Di'mond ex- 
cell'd, 
Sucha Face and ſuch Treſſes, ſure ne'er were beheld! 
That to gaze on my Neck was all Rapture and Trance! 
Oh! the Maids will believe, and the Men will ro- 
mance. 


Young Polydore ſaw me one Night at the Ball, 

And {wore to my Charms he a Conqueſt muſt fall ; 

On his Knees he entreated my Hand for a Dance, g 

Ah! the Maids will believe, and the Men will ro © 
mance. 


_— 


He conducted me home, when the Paſtime was cer; 

And declar'd he ne'er ſaw ſo much Beauty be fore, 

He ogled and ſigh'd, as he favs me advance, 

Ah! the Maids will believe, and the Men will ron; 
mance. 4 


Then Day after Day I his Company had, 

At lepgth he declar'd all his Flame to my Dad; 

But my Father lov'd Money, and would not advance, ; 
And reply'd to my Lover, young Men will romance. 


But tho' my Papa would not give us a Shilling, 

My Polydore {wore he to wed me was willing; 

So to Church we both went, and at Night had a 
Dance, | 

And believe me my Polydore did not romance. 


SONG: XV. 
The SHEPERDESS, 

Set by Dr. Arne. 

1 SEE K my Shepherd gone aſtray, 
He left our Cot the other Day, 

Tell me ye gentle Nymphs and Swains, 
Paſs'd the dear Rebel through your Plains ? 
| Oh ! 
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Oh! whither, whither, muſt I roam, | 
To find and charm the Wand'rer Home ? 


FF © _ Sports he upon the ſhaven Green, 
; Or joys he in the Mountain Scene; 
þ Leads he his Flocks along the Mead, 
Or does he ſeek the cooler Shade ? 
Oh! teach a wretched Nymph the Way 
Lo find her Lover gone aſtray, 


* Xx To paint, ye Maids, my truant Swain; 
A manly Softneſs crowns his Mien ; 
IJdonis was not half ſo fair; 

And when he talks 'tis Heav'n to hear, 
But oh! the ſoothing Poiſon ſhun, 

To liſten, is to be undone. 


o- He'll ſwear no Time ſhall quench his Flame, 
To me the Perjur'd ſwore the ſame ; 
Io fondly loving to be wiſe, 

Who gave my Heart an eaſy Prize; 

And when he tun'd his Syren Voice, 


de a des 
e. Liſten'd, and was undone by Choice. 
& 4 
But ſated now he ſhuns the Kiſs, 
He counted once his greateſt Bliſs; 
23 Whilſt I with fiercer Paſſions burn, 


And pant and die for his Return. 
Oh! whither, whither ſhall I rove 
Again to find my ſtraying Love? 


SONG VI. 
The Way To KEEP HIM. 
E Fair poſſeſs'd of ev'ry Charm 
To captivate the Will; 
"hoſe Smiles can Rage itſelf diſarm, 
Whole Frowns at once can kill; 


Dh! 


| ( 18 ] 

hp Say will you deign the Verſe to hear, 

1 Where Flatt'ry bears no Part; 

An honeſt Verſe that flows ſincere, 
And candid from the Heart. 


Great is your Pow'r, but greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage, 

If, as ye all can make a Net, 

' Ye all could make a Cage : 

{ Each Nymph a thouſand Hearts may take ; 

; For who's to Beauty blind. 

But to what End a Pris'ner make, 
Unleſs we've Strength to bind. 


Attend the Counſel often told, 

Too often told in vain ; 
li Learn that beſt Art, the Art to hold, 
{ And lock the Lover's Chain. 
Gameſters to little Purpoſe win, 
b) Who loſe again as faſt ; 
1 Tho' Beauty may the Charm begin, 
y TDiis Sweetneſs makes it laſt. 


ö . 


SONG XVII. 
AIL Maſonry thou Craft divine; 


Glory of Earth, from Heav*n reveal'd ; 


Which doth with Jewels precious ſhine, 
From all but Maſons Eyes conccal'd. 


CHORUS 


Thy Praiſes due who can rehearſe, 
In nervous Proſe, or flowing Verle ? 


5 


al'd; 
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As Men from Brutes diſtinguiſh'd are, 
A Maiſon other Men excels ; 
For what's in Knowledge choice and rare, 
But in his Breaſt ſecurely dwells. 
His filent Breaſt and faithful Heart, 


Preſerve the Secrets of the Art. 


From ſcorching Heat, and piercing Cold, 
From Beaſts whoſe Roar the Foreſt rends : 
Nm the Aſſaults of Warriors bold, 
The Maſon's Art Mankind defends. 
e to this Art due Honour paid, 


From which Mankind receives ſuch Aid. 


ſiens of State, that feed our Pride, 
Diftinctions troubleſome and vain ! 
Maſons true are laid aſide, 
Arts free-born Sons ſuch Toys diſdain. 
Ennobled by the Name they bear, 
Diſtinguiſh'd by the Badge they wear. 


Sweet Feliowſtup, from Envy free, 
riendly Converle of Brotherhood; 
e Lodge's laſting Cement be, 

Which has for Ages firmly ſtood. 

of A Lodge thus bui t, for Ages paſt, 
4 Has laſted, and will ever laſt. 


en! in our Songs be Juſtice done, 
Lo thoſe who have enrich'd the Art, 
IM Jah el down to Burlington, 
nd let each Brother bear a Part. 
5 Let noble Maſons Health go round, 
Their Praiſe in lofty Lodge reſound. 


SONG 


* 
* —— — ** 
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* 
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SONG XVII 


Kir TT FETT. Sung a: Ranelagh. 


HIL E Beaus to pleaſe the Ladies write, 
Or Bards to get a Dinner by*t, | 
Their well feign'd Paſſions tell; 
Let me in humble Verſe proclaim 
My Love for her, who bears the Name 
Of charming Kitt, Feli; 
Charming Keith, lovely Kitty, 
Oh - charming Kitty, X. *ry Fell. 


That Kitty's beautiful and young, 

That ſhe has danc'd, that ſhe has ſung, 
Alas! I know full well: 

I feel, and I ſhall ever feel, 

The Dart more ſharp than pointed Steel, 
That came from X:tty Fell. 
Charming Kt, &c. 


Of late J hop'd by Reaſon's Aid, 

To cure the Wounds which Love had made, 
And bade a long Farewel : 

But t'other Day ſhe crofs'd the Green, 

I ſaw, I wiſh I had not ſeen, 
My charming Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, &c. 


I aſk'd her why ſhe palſs'd that Way, 
To Church, ſhe cry'd, J cannot ſtay. 


Why don't you hear the Bell ? 
To Church, oh! take me with thee there, 
I pray'd, ſhe would not hear my Prayer, 
Ah! Cruel Xt; Fell. 
Cruel Kitty, &C, 
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And now TI find 'tis all in vain, 
I live to love and to complain, 
=> Condemn'd in Chains to dwell : 
For tho” ſhe caſts a ſcornful Eye, 
In Death my fault'ring Tongue will cry, 
e, Adieu! dear Kirry Fell : 
| Charming Kitty, cruel Kitty, 
Adieu, ſweet Kitty, Kit'y Fell. 


g SONG XIX. 
Ne Roas T BTEF of Ol D ENS GIL AN p 
A. 


me from a celebrated PRINT of the ingenious 


Mr. HO GAR TH. 


5 REKCITATIVE. 


WAs at the Gate of Calais, EFogarth tells, 

II W here fad Deſpair and Faminealw ays dwells, 
meagre Fre nchman, Madame Grandſire's Cook, 

As Home he ticer'd his Carcaſe, that way took; 
Maing beneath — W eight of fam” d Sir Lein, 
On whom he often with” d in vain to dine: 
od Father Deminick by Chance came by, 
Weh roſy Gills, round Paunch, and creedy Eye: 
o, when he firſt beheld the greaſy Load, 
Hi: Benediction on it he beſtow'd. 
ad as the folid Fat his Fingers preſs'd, 
lick'd his Chaps, and thus the Knight addreſy'd. 
3 Al. 
3 (A lowely Laſs to a Friar came, &c.) 
rare roait Beef! lov'd by all Mankind, 
lf I was doom'd to have thee, 
Men dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my Mind, 
= And ſwimming i in thy Gravy, 
t all thy Country's Force combin'd 
Should from my Fury {ave thee. 


le, 


ere, 


RNenown'd 


Ar? 


F'E L 
Renown'd Sir Loin, oft times decrced, ; 
The Theme of Eugliſb Ballad; 

On thee e'en Kings have deign'd to feed, 

Unknown to Frenchman's Palate: 
Then how much thy Taſte doth exceed 
Soop-meagre, Frogs and Sallad. 


RECITATIVE. 


A half-ſtarv*'d Soldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and 1can, ! 
Who ſuch a Sight before had never .ecn ; 

Like Garrich's trighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſhb Food. 
His Morning's Meſs forſook the friendly Bow), 
And in ſmall Streams along the Pavement oc. 
He heav'd a Sigh, which gave his Heart Reli! 
And then in plaintive Tone declar'd his Gric!. 


AIR. 
{ Foet's Minuet. 
Ah, ſacre Dieu! vat do I fee yonder, 
Dat look ſo tempting red and vite ? 
Begar it is de roaſt Beef from Londre ; 
Oh! grant to me von letel Bite. 


But to my Guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel Fate dis boon deni; 4 
In kind Compaſſion unto my Pleading, Þ 
Return, and let me feaſt my Eyes. 4 


REKCITATIVE. * 


IIis Fellow- guard, ot right Hibernian Clay, | 
Whoſe brazen Front his Country did betray ; 2 
From Tyburn's fatal Tree had hither fled, 2 
By honeſt Mears to gain his daily Bread. 4 
Soon as the well-known Proſpe& he deſcry's. F 

In blubb'ring Accents dolefully he cry'd. f 


* 
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AIX. 
(Ellen a Noon.) 
Feet Beef, that now cauſes my Stomach to riſe, 
Nest Beef, that now cauſes my Stomach to riſe, 
| So taking thy Sight 1 is, 


My joy that ſo light! 15, 


[4 
0 Hap v thee, by pailfulls, runs out at my Eyes. 
hile here I remain, my Life's not worth a Farthing 


hile here I remain, my Life's not worth a Fart! ing, 
Ah hard- hea rred Loui! 
d, Why did I come to you ? 
A | Gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me 
from ſtarving. 
REC1TATIVE. 
pon the Ground hard by poor Sawnev ſate, 
ho fed his Noſe, and ſcratch*d his ruddy pate; ; 
it when 0/4 Eugland's Bulwark he eſpy'd, 
is dear lov'd Mull, alas! was thrown afide : 
ith lifted Hand he bleſt his native Place, 
hen ſcrub'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his Caſe. 
AIR. 
> ; (The Brom of Conydenknows. ). 
How hard, Oh! Saw ey, is thy Lot, 
Who was ſo blithe of late, 
To ſee ſuch Meat as can't be got, 
When Hunger is ſo great. 
O the Beef! the bonny, bonny Beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown ; 
I with 1 had a Slice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down. 


Ah Charley ! hadſt thou not been iecen, 


; ö This ne'er had happ'd to me; 
1 Jwould the De'el had pick d mine yn, 


Af Lon 


Ere I had gang'd wi' ther. 
O the Beef, &c. 


1 


145 


[ 24 | 
RECITATIVE. 


But ſee my Muſe to England takes her Flight, 
Where Health and Plenty ſocially unite; 
Where ſmiling Freedom guards great George's Thron 
And Whips, and Chains, and Tortures are not kno 
Tho? Britain's Fame in loftieſt Strains ſhould rin; 
In ruſtic Fable give me leave to ting. 


AIX. 


As once on a time a young Frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large Or grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaited his Size he could quickly attain. 

O the Roaſt Beef of O77 England, 


And O the Old Engliſh Roaſt Beef | 


- * 
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Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little Frame, 

Mamma, who ftood by, like a knowing old Dan? 

Cry'd ' Son, to attempt it you're ſurely tco blame 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. ; 


But deaf to Advice he for Glory did thirſt, 

An Effort he ventui'd more ſtrong than the firſt. 

Till ſwelling and ſtraining too hard made him b. 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. | 


Then Briton; be valiant, the Moral is clear; 1 
The Ox is Old England; the Frog is Monhe ur; | : 
Whoſe Puffs and Bravadoes we need never fear 

O the Roaſt Beef, &c. 3 
For while by our Commerce and Arts we ace 2! 


To ſee the Sir Loin {moaking hot on our Table, 
The French may een buritlike the Frog in the Fab! 


[7 


O the Roaſt Beef of Old England, : 
And O the O Englih Roaſt Beef. : 


S Q@'N 


4 
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3 SONG XX. 
„ Me: by Dr. Arne, Sung by Miß, Brent in the Jovial 
: 5 Crew. 
iron 


2 I O W few like you, would dare adviſe 

28 Y To truſt the Town's deluding Arts; 
"IV here Love in daily Ambuſh lies, 

= And triumphs over heedleſs Hearts! 


3 ow few, like us. would thus deny 
8 T'indulge the tempting dear Delight, 


un, F/ hcre daily Pleaſures charm the Eye, 
T5 And Joys ſuperior crown the Night. 
y SONG XXL. 
| ODE May. Sung at Ranelagh. 
me, | 
Dan AIREST Daughter of the Day, ' 
lame. Lovely Goddeſs, ſprightly May; 8 
* Hither come with Roſes crown'd, th 
Painting where you tread the Ground. N 
irſt. 1 At the lov'd Approach of thee, i 
mb Shoot the Mulberry, luſcious Tree; ' 
Vuoine their ruddier Leaves unfold, ; 
14 Nor the Fig- tree dreads the Cold. 1 
. | 4 x $5 
eur; Þ ; Nymph divine, behold the Flowers, . 
fear. Þ3 Riſe to grace thy vernal Showers ; 
Woodbines ſpangled o'er the Dew. 
Deck their Arborets for you. 
CA! | 


ble, b Tulips rear their glittering Heads, 
Pinks adorn the fragrant Beds, 
And the ſilver Lillies ſwell ; 
And the golden Aſphodel. | 
ON . Goddeſs, 


1 26 7 
Goddeſs, with thy Veſt of Green, 
Goddeſs, with thy youthful Mien, 
Come, and bring thy Mines of Wealth, 
Gladneſs, and her parent Health; 
Bring along thy Virgin Train, 
Chace away grim Care and Pain: 
Now the Loves and Graces all, 
Throng obedient to thy Call. 


SONG XXII. 
Set by Dr. Arne, Su 8 by Mi/s Brent in the Jovi: 


nA 
Crew. 


T Night by Moon Light on the Plain, 
With Rapture, how I've ſeen, 
Attended by her harmleſs Train, 
The little Fairy Queen; 
Her midnight Revels ſweetly keep, 
While Mortals are involv'd in Sleep, 
They trip it o'er the Green. 


And eben they danc'd their chearful Round“ 
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The Morning would diſcloſe, ; 
For where their nimble Feet do bound. Ny 
Each Flower unbidden grows ; 10 
The Daiß (fair as Maids in May) = 
The Cowſlip in his Gold Array, 'F 
And biuihing Violet roſe, -2 Þ 
By turns I play'd the Flirt, and Prude, ; 
Affected Joy and Sorrow; = Þ 
And what to-day was monſtrous rude, ” ho 
I thought polite to-morrow, v 6 
By Dukes and Earls I was addreſs'd. = 


Each Fop ſure of ſuccceding ; 
Of every one Imad ray Jeſt, 
That I might ſhew my Breeding. 


/ | 4 1 . 
voung Pumon tov confe fs d a Flame, 
And Rivals he had many! L 
thi though I vs'd him juſt the lame, 
I lik'd] him beſt of any. 


3 With Tears and sick⸗ he ow ſwore, 
1 For me his Heart was bleeding; 
I only plagu'd him ſtill the more, 
3 That I might ſhew my Breeding, 
Enrag'd he l to break his Chain, . 
And fly to ſmiling Kitty; 
I cou'd not bear to meet Diſdain, 
For one not half to pretty: ay 


With gentle Words F bid him ſtay, 
For Pardon fell to Pledding ; 

We went to Church, and: from that Day, 
{ ſhew'd him better Breeding. 


SONG XXII. M 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


URE a Laſs in her Bloom at the Age of nineteen, if 
4 Was ne'er ſo diſtreſt as of late I have been; 
now not I vow any Harm I have done, 
hut my Mother oft tells me ſhe'll have me a Nun, 
But my Mother oft tells me ſhe'Il have me a Nun. 


Don't you think it a Pity a Girl ſuch as I, 
Should be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to cry; 
With Ways fo devout I'm not like to be won, 


Mand my Heart it loves Frolick too well for a Nun. 
14 * Ye: my Heart, &c. 


. 


Tro hear the Men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 
q ls a thouſand Times better to me I declare; 
You C 2 can 


3 


= & 
* 
5 


1291 4 
I can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by Wiles be undone, "| 
Nay beſides I'm too handſome, I think, for a Nun, 


Nay beſides, &c. 4 


Not to love or be lov'd, oh! I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent to, one cannot Cell where; 
To live or to die in this Caſe were all one, 

Nay I ſooner would die, than be reckon'd a Nun, 


Nay I ſooner, &c. 


Perhaps, but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo, 
I'm ſure, was ſhe me, ſhe wou'd ſtoutly ſay no; 
But, if ſhe's in Earneſt, I from her will run, 
And be married, in Spite, that I may*nt be a Nun, 
And be married, in Spite, that I may'n be a Nur. 


SON G XXIV. 
The SPINNING WHEEL, 
Set by Mr. Baildon, Sung at Vavxhall. 


OUNG Collin fiſhing near the Mill, 
Saw Sally underneath the Hill, 
Whoſe Heart Love's tender Pow'r cou'd feel. 
Whoſe Heart Love's tender Pow'r cou'd feel, 
The Mill was opt, no Miller there, 1 
She ſmil'd to ſee the Vouth appear, 2 
She ſmil'd to fee the Youth appear : 4 
But turn'd about her Spinning-wheel, 1 
But turn'd about her Spinning-wheel, 


l 4 10 1 N ; a by . , 
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Thy Cheeks, ſays he, like Peaches bloom, 2 

Thy Breath is like the Spring's Perfume 
On thy ſweet Lips my Love P11 ſeal, 
On thy ſweet, &c. | | 


— 
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Yon ftately Swans ſo white and ſleek, 
Are like to Sally's Breaſt and Neck, 
Are hike, &c. 
But ſtill me A her Spinning-wheel, 
But ſtill, 
'Tho? fair one, Beauty's tranſent Pow 
Fades like the new-blown gaudy Flow'r; 
l ſo where Virtue loves to dwell, 
t io, &c. 
For where ſweet Modeſty appear, 
We never ſee the Vale of Years, 
We ne Y er, oc: 
ey imil's Q and ſtopp'd her Spin ning .wicel, 
dhe imil'd Us, QC. 
The Pomp of State, the Pride of Wealth, 
ays ſhe, I {corn for Peace and 10 dalth 
Were noneſt Labour earns her Me: 
Where honeſt, &c. 
Who tells the Flatt'rer's common Pale, 
Can never o'er my Heart prevail, 
Can never, &c. 
And make me leave my Spinning-wheel, 
And make, &c, 


7 


The Swain who loves the virtuous Mind, 
Alone can make young Sally kind; 
For him III toil, III ſpin and reel; 
For kim I'll toil, PIL ſpin and reel ; 
It is the Voice, ſays he, of Love, 
Come haſten to yon Church above, 
Come haſten to yon Church above ; 
She bluſm'd and left her Spinning- wheel. 
She bluſt'd and left her Spinning-wheel. 
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8 ON XXV. ; :. Mm; 
Sung at Ranelagh, Compoſed by Ms, 8 _ 
HEN Snow VE SE] and robe the Fields, © 
In Winter's bs; ght Array; 9 
Touch'd 57 the Sun, the Luſtre ſades, | 1 
And WCeps. itſelf away: „ 
When Spying appears, when Vi'lets blow, = 
And 11 a 5 VP Perfume; ? 
How ſoon the F ſagrance breathes its ad, = | 
How ſhort Ur is the Bloom! „ 15 4 8 
Freſh in the Mart. the gumms Rote, 
Hangs wither'd e'er *tis Noon; 4 _ 
We ſcarce enjoy the balmy Giſtt | 
But mourn the Pleaſure gone: e 1 
With gilding Fire the Evening Star I 
treaks the: autumnal Skies 
Shook fromſits Seat it darts away, 7 
And in an Inſtant dies. 9 . 


Such are Charms that Ruch the Cheek; 
And ſparkle in the Eye; 

So from _ lively Anif d Farm 
The tranſient Graces fl 

To this the bealops: bey Mlb. nne 
Their Atteſtation bring; ; 

They warn the Hui, ther ev'ry Round, 


er the J. ruth. 1 L fing.. = 734 7% 6 
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The 8n EP H x Abl., Ser by Dr. Arne: 11 
O more the feſtive Train PN 3 1 . "4 
Adieu ye [rural Sports adieu! 
© or what alas! have Griefs like mine 


With Paſtimes or Delights to do? 


0 
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Let Hearts at Eaſe ſuch Pleaſures prove, 
But I am all Deſpair and Love. 


Ah well a day! How chang'd am I? 

When late I ſeiz'd the rural Reed; 

So ſoft my Strains, the Herds hard by, 
S tood gazing, and forgot to feed; 
But now my Strains no longer move, 


| 4 They're Diſcord all, Deſpair and Love, 


Behold around my ſtrappling Sheep, 

| 3 The faireſt once — La 
No Swain to guide, no Dog to keep, 

* Unſhora they ſtray, nor mark'd by me; 
The Shepherds move to ſee them rove, 
They aſk the Cauſe, I anſwer Love. 


Neglected Love firſt taught my Eyes, 

| ith Tears of Anguiſh to o'erflow ; 
is that which filPd my Breaſt with Sighs, 
And turn'd my Pipe to Notes of Woe ; 
Love has occaſion'd all my Smart, 
Diſpers'd my Flock, and broke my Heart 


SONG XXVII. 
* ; The RARITIES of LoxDON. A MEDLEY. 


| 4 {Geho Dobbin.) 


7 o ME Reger, and liſten to where I have been, 
"= Izetellthee what wonderful Zights I have zeeng 
- FBuch Places for Paſtime, as now bear Renown, 
In that famous Zity, call'd fair London Town. 
"4 Oh brave London Oh ſweet London? 
In that famous Zity, call'd fair London Town. 


© 441. 
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[ 32 ] 9 
Jobn and Betty.) 'Y V 


Firſt you muſt know, 1 
That we did go 5 
Into the Zity; 5 
And zaw, not far 3 
From Temple- Bar, 
The Wax-work pretty, 


(1 made lowe to Kate, &C.) 


Then they carried me, 
To Church built by St. Paul; 
Tho? Thoufands I did fee, 
"T'was bigger than 'em all; \ 
And up the winding Stairs, 
Amaz'd, we did aſcend; 
So many, waunds ! I thought, 
We ne'er ſhou'd zee an End; 
But how ] gap'd and ſtar'd, 
When to the Top we came, 
Had vou been in my Place, 
Why you'd have done the ſame, 


Tem loves Mary paſſing well, &c.) 


To Guild-hall next we did repair, 
That we might view the Giants; 
They told me they ſtood always there, 
To bid the French Defiance; 
That when they heard the Clock ſtrike one, 
They would come down and greet me: 
I cod I did not like ſuch Vun, 
] was afraid they'd eat me. 
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pp Sorin ot, 


(Stick a Pin there.) 


And then to the Tower away we all ſtroll'd, 3 
The Lyons, the Armour, and Crown to behold; 


— 
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When 


THOU TE 


3 331 

Wien the Show: man at laſt bid the Laſſes ſo fair, 
n old Harry's Pincuſhion flick a Pin there. 

Stick a Pin there, &c. 


(My fond Shepherds of late, &c.) 


Pack to Heiminſter Abbey we ſtray'd, 
Where are zeen all the Kings, Queens, and Tombs ; 
But I never zaw fince T was made, 

Such a number of deadly high Rooms ; 
Then the Organs play'd up too ſo fine, 

What the Boys ſung, I underitood not; 

Put the People in Chorus did join, 

That in Heaven I thought I Was got. 


q 2 


| ; (The Attic Fire.) 
At Play-houſe too I did admire, 
A Man who walk'd upon a Wire, 

1 As though it was the Ground; 

And then the Zails of our old Mill, 

> When mov'd, compar'd with him, ſtand Qil!, 

: So faſt he did turn round. 

; (Kitty Fell.) 

But now the Time, alas! was come, 


When I muſt think of going home, 
8 Ah me, unhappy Clown ! 
I dreamt of what I'd zeen all Night, 
And early by the Morning Light, 
I left . London Town. 
Charming London“ happy Leudou ? 
Adieu ' | Ja London, Londen Town. 
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SONGS xxvit. l 
So? by Mr, Baildon, Sung at Vauxhall, 


AL AMON d Paſtora, 
14 © Paftora ſigh'd for Damon; 


* 


ut Damon lov'd Aurora, 
t: 1vAgrora young Palzmon. 


Palemon gave Paſtora * H 5 
A Wreath and Shepherd's Crooæ; . 
And Damon gave Aurora, 0 
A Knot and Reaping- hook. Le 
Pnſtora gave to Damon 
A Cap with Chaplets crown'd ; O1 
Aurora gave Palæmon Ot 
A Pipe with Hazel bound. | 
The Cap with Chaplets crown'd, 1 
Young. Damon gave Aurora; R. 
The-Pzpe with Hazel bound, ＋ 
Palæmen gave Paſtora. ＋ 


The Wreath and Shepherd's Crook, 
Paſtora gave to Damon; 
The Kot and Reaping- hook 


Aurora gave Paleman. 


So croſsly turn'd their Preſents went, 
Their Loves ſo oddly varied; 
That every Token which was ſent, 
K's true Deſign mi. carried. 


(3 Every Verſe to be repeated. 
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| SONG XXIX. 
| The HonesT FELLOW. 
| Set by Dr. ARNE, 


. O! pox o'this Nonſenſe, I prithee give ofer, 


. 


And talk of your Pki/l;s and Cloe no more; 
heir Face, and their Air, and their Mien, what 
3 a Rout ! 
Here's to thee, my Lad, puſh the Bottle about. 
Here's to thee, my Lad, puſh the Bottle about. 


Let finical Fops play the Fool and the Ape; 
They dare not conhde in the juice of the Grape, 
But we honeſt Fellows, *{death who'd ever think 
Of puling for Love, while he's able to drink, 

Ot puling, &c. 


Tis Wine only Wine that true Pleaſure beſtows, 
Our Joys it increaſes, and lightens our Woes; - 
Remember what Topers of old us'd to ſing, 
The Man that is drunk 1s as great as a King. 
The Man, &c. h 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's Law for his Tricks, 

Fracreon's Caſes, {ee Page Twenty Six 3 

e Precedent's vloricus, and juſt by my Soul; 
Lay hold on, and drown the young Dog in a Bowl. 


. hold, &c. 

What's Life but a Frolick, a Song, and a Laugh? 
My Toait ſhall be this whilſt Pve Liquor to quaff; 
lay Mirth and good Fellowſhip always abound ; 

ys, fill up a Bumper, and let it go round. 

Nys, fill up a Bumper, and let it go round. 
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SONG XXX. 


A =, The Puœ ix. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


M ANDA's fair by all confeſs'd, 

7 Her Skin foft ſnowy white ; 

As Down, that cloaths the Turtle's Breaſt, 
Her Eyes like Di'monds bright; 

Yet farther ſtill the Nymph excels, 
In each cœleſtial Grace, 

That midft the Heart's ſoft Lab'rinth dwells, 
Or in the Soul takes Place. 


How much ſuperior Beauty awes, 
The coldeſt Boſoms find; 

But with reſiſtleſs Force it draws, 
To Senſe and Virtue join'd; 

'The Caſket where to outward Show 
The Artiſt's Hand is ſeen ; 

Is doubly valued, when we know 
It holds a Gem within. 


SON G XXXI. 
A HunTING Sos. 
Set by Mr. Baildon, Sung at Vauxhall, 


REciTATIVE. 


ARK, the Horn calls away ; 
Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to Muſick that wakens the Skies, 
Quit the Bondage of Sloth, and ariſe. 


| 
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: # Hill and Wilds we frequent, 
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FT From the Faſt breaks the Morn, 
See the Sun- beams adorn 
The wild Heath, and the Mountains ſo high, 
Z The wild Heath, and the Mountains ſo high; 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch Hound, 
The Stead neighs to the Sound, 
And the Floods and the Vallies reply, 
And the Floods and the Vallies rely. 


e 


Our Fore-fathers ſo good, 
Prov'd their Greatneſs of Blood, 
By encount'ring the Hart and the Boar, 
By encount'ring, &c. 
Ruddy Health bloom'd the Face, 
Age and Youth urg'd the Chace, 
And taught Woodlands and Foreſts to roar, 


And taught, &c. 
Hence of noble Deſcent, 


Where the Boſom of Nature's reveal'd, 
Where the, &c. 

Tho' in Life's buſy Day, 

Man of Man makes a Prey, 
Still let our's be the Prey of the Field, 


Still let our's, &c. 
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With the Chace in full Sight, 
Gods! how great the Delight! 
How our mortal Senſations refine ! 
How our, &c. 
Where is Care, where is Fear, 
Like the Winds in the Rear, 
And the Man's loſt in ſomething divine, 


And the Man's, &c. 
Now 


38 

Now to Horſe my brave Boys, 

Lo, each pants ſor the Joys, 
That anon al enliven the whole, 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 

Then at Eve we'll diſmount, 

Toils and Pleaſures recount, 
And renew the Chace over the Bowl, 
And renew the Chace over the Bowl. | + - 


SONG XXXII. | 

The FRUITLESS ENDEAVOUR. 

Set by Dr. Arne. | | | 

W HEN gentle Harriot firſt I ſaw, - 


Struck with a reverential Awe, 
F felt my Boſom mov'd ; 
Her eaſy Shape, her charming Face, 
She ſmil'd and talk'd with ſo much Grace, 
I gaz'd, admir'd and lov'd, 
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Up to the buſy Town I flew, 
And 9 all its Pleaſures thro', 
In hopes to eaſe my Care: 
The buſv Town but mocks my Pain, 
Its gayeſt Pleaſures all are vain, 
For Harriot haunts me there. 


The Labours of the learned Sage, 

The comic Humour of the Stage, 
By turns my 'Time employ ; 

] reliſh not the Sage's Lore, 

The Stage's Humour pleaſe ao more, 
For Harriot's all my Joy. 
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Sometimes I try'd the jovial Throng, 
Sometimes the Female Train among, 


Jo chaſe her Form away; 
| The 


39 ] 
The jovial Throng is noiſy, rude, 
Nor other Female dares intrude, 

Where Harriet bears a Sway, 


Since then nor Art nor Learning can, 
Nor Company of Maid or Man, 
For want of thee atone ; | 
O come, with all thy conquering Charms, 
O come! and take me to thy Arms, 
E For thou art all in one. 


SONG XXXIII. 


| A BALLAd in the Modern Taſte, 
Set by Dr. Arne. | 
| NE Morning young Roger accoſted me thus, 


Come here, pretty Maiden, and give me a 
1 buis; 

Lord Fellow, ſaid I, mind your Plough and your 
* Cart; | 

Fes, I thank you for nothing, thank you for nothing, 
thank you for nothing with all my Heart. 
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by, 


Well, then to be ſure, he grew civil enough, 

| He gave me a Box with a Paper of Snuff; 

I took it, 1 own, yet had ſtill ſo much Art, 

To cry, thank you for nothing, with all my Heart. 


le ſaid, if fo be, he might make me his Wife, 
Good Lord, I was never fo daſh'd in my Life; 
Yet could not help laughing to ſee the Fool ſtart, 
Wen I thank'd him for nothing with all my Heart. 


Poon after, however, he gain'd my Conſent, 
BAnd with him one Sunday to Chapel I went, 
Mut {aid 'twas my Goodneſs, more than his Deſert, 
Not to thank him for notkipg with all my 3 
5 F e 
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The Parſon cry'd, Child, you muſt after me ſay, k 
And then talk'd of Honour, and Love and Obey; 


But faith, when his Reverence came to that Part, 


There I thank him for nothing with all my Heart 


At Night our briſk Nei 
throw. 

I muſt not teil Tales, but I know what I know; 
Young Roger confeſſes | cur'd all his Smart, 


And 1 thank'd him for ſomething with all my Hear 


SONG XXXIV. 
Set by Mr. Baildon, Surg at Vauxhall. 


T TEND, ye Nymphs, while I impart 
The ſecret Wiſhes of my Heart; 
n 


tell what Swain, if one there be, 


Whom Fate deſigns for Love and me. 


Let Reaſon o'er his Thoughts preſide, 
Let Honour all his Actions guide; 
Stedfaſt in Virtue let him be, 

The Swains deſign'd for Love and me. 


Let ſolid Senſe inform his Mind, 

With pure r Nature ſweetly join'd ; 
Sure Friend to modeſt Merit be 

The Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 


Where Sorrow prompts the penſive Sigh, 
Where Grief bedews the drooping Eye; 
Melting in Sympathy I ſee 

The Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 


Let 


ghbours the Stocking wWoule! 
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ſay ? [41 ] 
J. Let ſordid Av'rice claim no Part, 
Within his tender gen'rous Heart; 


Part, 
Tei, Oh be that Heart from Falſhood free, 
Cart 2 
* Devoted all to Love and me. 
* Every Verſe to be repeated, 
JW ; 1 


| SONG XXXV. 
Hear.“ Sung by Mr. Lowe at Vauxhall. 
The Mufick by Mr. Worgan. 


F Wine and Muſick have the Pow'r, 
To eaſe the Sickneſs of the Soul; 
Let Phebus every String explore; 
"And Bacchus fill the ſprightly Bowl. 


on . K 


Let them their friendly Aid employ, 
To make my Clee's Abſence light; 

And ſeek for Pleaſure, to deſtroy 
The Sorrows of this live-long Night. 


+ But ſhe to-morrow will return: 

* Venus, be thou to-morrow great; 

+ Thy Myrtles ſtrow, thy Odours burn ; ; 
And 1 meet thy fav'rite Nymph in State. 


Kind Goddeſs, to no other Pow'rs 
Let us to-morrow's Bleſſings own : 
| * Thy darling Loves ſhall guide the Hours 
And all the Day be thine alone, 


| SONG 
Let 
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SONG XXXVT. : 
Cure fer the V A POURS, 


( 


Set by Dr. Arne, Sung at Ranelagh. 


HY will Della thus retire, 
And languiſh all her Life aw:y ? 
While the fighing Crowd admire, 
Tis too ſoon for Hartſhorn-tea, 
Tis too ſoon for Hartſhorn-tea; 
All thoſe diſmal Looks and Fretting, 
Cannot Damon's Life reftore ; 
Long ago the Worms have eat him; 
You can never ſee him more: 
You can never ſee him more. 
Long ago the Worms have eat him; # 
You can never ſee him more. | 


Once again conſult your Toilet, 
| In the Glaſs your Face review; 5 
| So much weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, 
| And no Spring your Charms renew. 
And no, &Cc, 
I, like you, was born a Wo 
Well I know what Vapours mean; 
The Diſeaſe, alas! is common, | 
Single we have all the Spleen. 
Single, &. | 


All the Morals that they tell us, 
Never cur'd the Sorrow yet, 

Chuſe among the pretty Fellows, -: 
One of Humaur, Youth and Wit: 
One of, &c. | 3 eig uc. 


thee 
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7 Prithee hear him ev'ry Morning, 


* 
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At the leaſt an Hour or two; 
Once again at Night returning, 
—] believe the Doſe will do. 
I believe the Dole will do. 
Once again at Night returning, 
—] believe the Doſe will do. 


SONG XXXVII. 
©: 5; Mr. Baildon, Sang at Vauxhall. 


ARE; the Birds begin their Lay, 
Flowrets deck the Robe of May; 
See the little Lambkins bound, 
Playful o'er the Clover- ground; 
While the Heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow Cowſlips blow ; 
While the Heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow Cowſlips blow. 


Now the Nymphs and Swains advance, 
O'er the laun in perfect Dance; 
Garlands from the Hawthorn Bough, 
Grace the happy Shepherd's Brow ; 
While the Laſſes, in Array, | 
Wait upon the Queen of May; 
While the, &c. 1 EP 


Innocence, Content and Love, 

Fill the Meadows and the Grove; 
Mirth that never wears a Frown, 
Health with Sweetneſs all her own 
Labour puts en Pleaſure's Smile, 
And pale Care forgets his Toll ; 
Labour puts, &c, 


141 

Ah! what Pleaſure Shepherds know, 
Monarchs cannot ſuch beſtow ; 

Love improves each happy Hour, 
Grandeur has not ſuch in Store ; 
Learn, Ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is Innocence. 

Learn, Ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is Innocence. 


SONG XXXVIII. 
CFLIAa's COMPLAINT. 85 
H A T Sadneſs reigns over the Plain, 
How droops the ſweet Flowrets around, 
How pentſive each Nymph and each Swain, 
How filent each mufical Sound; 
No more the ſoft Lute in the Bow'rs, 
Beguiles the cool Evenings away; 
Sad S1ghs meaſure out the long Hours, 
Since Damon has wander'd away. 


Oh! he was our Village's Pride, 

| This Change from his Abſence 1s ſeen ; 

| »Twas he that our Muſick ſupply'd, 

When gayly we danc'd on the Green ; 

At Shearing, at Wake, and at Fair, 

How jovial and frohck were we; 

But now ev'ry Feaſt in the Year, 

1 Is joyleſs as joyleſs can be. 


Ah! why did he venture from home, 
o mix among hoſtile Alarms; 
Nl uſtice oblig'd him to roam, 
Or take up thoſe terrible Arms; 
Let thoſe who are cruel and rough, 
Be hee dleſs of Life and of Limb; 
The Country had Soldiers enough, 
Nor needed one gentle like him. 


«1 
JW 1" Oy? : 
* 4«„„% * 


* 
Wilts 


[ 45 ] 


Where e'er the Adventurer gces, 
On Land or the dang'rous Main, 
Kind Heaven protect him from Woes, 


And give him to Celia again; 
Dh 
My true Love 1n Safety reſtore ; 


give him to Celia again, 


P!! ceaſe on his Breaſt to complain, 


„ 
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dung by Mis Brent and Mr. Lowe at Vauxhall 


From my Arms he ſhall wander no more. 


SONG XXXIX, 


The Words and Mufick bs Dr. Arne. 

| Damon. 
OME, my Laura, heav'nly Maid 
To this cool refreſhing Shade, 
Where the Vi'let, Pink, and Roſe, 
All their blooming Sweets diſcloſe ; 
See the Nymphs and Swains are met, 
Happy in the cool Retreat; 


Hail to Mirth, and amorous Play, 
This is Shepherd's Holiday. 


LAURA. 


Wander then, ye giddy Flocks, 

O'er the Hill, or mongſt the Rocks; 
From her Shepherd, Night or Day, 
Laura never means to ſtray; 

Come, begin, ye ſportive Throng, 
Tune the Pipe and raiſe the Song, 
Celebrate, without Delay, 

This our Shepherd's Holiday. 


DAMO. 


Sound the rattling Jabor, ſound, 
Let my Laura's Health go round; 


Rinder 


* 
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Kinder ſhe than vernal Showers, 1 
Sweeter far than May- born Flowers: . 
Dimpled Smiles and heav'nly Truth, $:it 


Join t'adorn her blooming Youth ; 
"Theſe ſoft Charms without Allày, 


Crown the Shepherds's Holiday. 


LAURA. 


Happy Laura ! oh how bleſt, 

Thus of Damon's Love poſſeſs d: 
Witneſs Hill, and Dale, and Grove, 

Here I plight eternal Love ; 

Would the Gods on me beſtow 

Power to lighten human Woe, 

Damon's Lite ſhould glide away, 

Like à Shepherd's Holiday. 


8 QO-N:G:. XI. 
The Marquis of GRAN 
HO” Auftria and Ruffia, France, Þ lnide: * 
Pruſſia, 
Have Heroes who claim Truth's Attention. 
In the Roll of fair Fame, as he took down : 
Name, | | 
Some Britons I ſaid he ſhould mention : 
And fince we have Men, who are worthy hig e 
| Who for England act nobly as can be, 
When he ſaw me perſiſt, then he open'd his Li! 
And in Front ſtood the Marquis of Grant). Wry 


Old Time ſhook his Scythe as he tott'ring ſtocd! 
His Iron Teeth dreadfully grated, 
But the ſad looking Crone clear'd his Brow fer 
Frown, 


When Fame had my Errand related; 


; [ 47 ] 

Une Cheeks of the Churl with a Smile ſeem'd to curl, 
4 And he anſwer'd me pleaſant as can be, 
glich the fingle-lock'd. Seer, Friend, this Point's pret- 


ty clear, 


We all love the Marquis of Gr anby. 


Like Curs in the * let Malecontents rave, 
And talk how enfeebled our Race is, 
That our Fathers were manly, were vig'rous and 
brave, 
And their Hearts we might read in their Faces; 
What our Anceſtors were, at preſent we are, 

can prove it as plainly as can be, 
Net them that would ſee what a Briton ſhould be, 
Behold but the Marquis of Granby. 


Had the Cynic Diogenes liv'd to this Day, 

He'd thrown down his Lanthorn to view him; 
He's eſteem'd by the Good, and ador'd by the Gay, 
And Foxhunters hark away to him; 
his Monarch ſent over to break the French Cover, 
With bold Pack as ſtanch as ſtanch can be, 

Of Britiſh true Blues to hunt the French Jews, 

When led by the Marquis of Granby. 


got Spain has vaſt Wealth, fickle France as rich 
Wines, 

| The Tralians ſhow marvellous Banners, 

The Indians may boaſt of emerald fill'd Mines, 


nie Pe 


Lai But Lincolnſbire boaſts of its Manners : 
ahbe Diamond when worn, the Wearer adorn, 
ood! And ſparkle as brilliant as can be, 

but a Flaſh from ſuch Toys is momentary Joys, 
& fins For the Jewel of ——1s Grant. 


Now 


[ 48 ] 


Now the Hazards of War for a Seaſon ſubſide, 


His Country commands not his Duty: 


Blow Winds to his Wiſhes, be Safety his Guide, 
To England, Love, Friendſhip, and Beauty, 
From what do ye call Paderborn, may he ha 


return, 
Aye, quickly to, quickly as can be; 


What ſhall we ſay then? why there's Granby again, 


And again to the Marquis of Granby. 


SONG XLI. 
Set by Dr. Arne, Sung at Ranelagh. 
N Chloris all ſoft Charms agree, 


Enchanting Humour, pow'rful Wit, 
Enchanting Humour, pow'rful Wit; 


Beauty from Affectation free, 
And for eternal Empire fit, 
And for eternal Empire fit. 


Where eber ſhe goes, Love waits her Eyes: 


The Women envy, Men adore, 
The Women, &c. 
But did ſne leſs the Triumph prize, 
She would deſerve the Conque:! gore, 
She would, &c. 


J could lie Ages at her Feet, 
Adore her, careleſs of my Pain; 
Acore, &c. 

With tender Vows her Rigour meet, 
Deſpair, love on, yet not complain, 
Deſpair, &c. | | 


My Paſſion from all Change ſecure, 


No Favours raiſe, no Frown controuls, 


No Favours raiſe, no Frown controuls ; 
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any Torment could endure, 

But hoping with a Croud of Fools, 
But hoping with a Croud of Fools. 


4 SONG XLII. 
| Set by Dr. Arne, Sung at Ranelagh. 
Sabi ANN fairer than a Flower, 


But uncertain as the Wind; 

Ever trifling with her Power, 

Meant alone to bleſs Mankind; 
Now with Smiles her Face adornin g, 

She to Love my Heart invites; 

She to Love my Heart invites. 
But if Love I offer, ſcorning, 

She with Frowns my Paſſion ſlights. 

She with Frowns my Paſſion flights. 


Oh thou God of pleaſing Anguiſh, 
if indeed a God you be; 

Teach the Tyrant how to languiſh, 
Make her Heart and Eyes agree: 

But if wilfal hv refuſes, 

| Te obey the Pow'rs divine, 

To obey the Pow'rs divine; 

Make the Man whom firit ſhe chuſes, 
Treat her Heart as ſhe docs mine, 
Treat her Heart as ſhe does mane. 


SONG XLIII. 
A New DIALOGUE in the SORCERER, 
I EAREST Daphne turn thine Eyes, 
Jocund Day begins to rite ; 
ccc the Morn with Roſes crown'd, 
>; MW >prinkling Dew-drops on the Ground: 
; D 


n 


| anf 


Love 


{ 30 ] 
Love invites to yonder Grove, 
Where only Lovers dare to rove; 
Let us haſte, make no Delay, 
Cupid's Call we muſt obey ; 
Let us haſte, make no Delay, 
Cupid's Call we muſt obey. 


$he. Ah P#hilander, I'm afraid: 
There poor Laura was betray'd 
By young Strephon's ſubtil Wiles, 
Soothing Words, and artful Smiles: 
Simple Maids are ſoon undone, 
When their ſimple Hearts are won : 
Preſs me not, I muſt away, 
And Honour's ſtrict Commands obey, 
Preſs me not, &c. | 


Jie. Gentle Daphne, fear not you, 

I'll be ever kind and true; 

Think no more on Laura's Fate, 

View yon Turtle and it's Mate; 

See how freely they impart 

The Impulſe of each other's Heart: 
Like them, my Fair, let's ſport and play, 
"Nature prompts us to obey. 

Like them, &c. 


Be. Shepherd, I perceive your Aim, 
You and Strephen are the ſame ; 
You like him would me betray, 
Should I truſt whate'er you ſay. 
He. If Daphne doubts, let Hymen's Bands 
This Inſtant join our willing Hanas, 
She. The Invitation I obey, 
And Love with Honour will repay : 
The Invitation, &c. | 


3 
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Fats. No longer then the Moments waſte, 
| But to the Altar let us haſte, 

But to the Altar let u- hafie: 

The Invitation we obey, 

And Love with Honour each repay, 
The Invitation we obey, 

And Love with Honour each repay, 


SONG XLIV. 


Klrrr the NonPAREILLE. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


F Wars let other Rhymers talk, 0 
With Fredrich, Ferninand and Harde, 1 
Fill each heroic Ditty; i 
Fill each heroic Ditty ; 1 
At Diſtance from the bluſt' ring Throng, 
55 al the Burthen of me oi 
| 1all be the Name of Kit 
| Shall be the Name of Lina. 


When firſt I a her on the dar 

: £224, I lov'd, and told my Pain, 

W. She ſigh'd 11 ſeem'd to pity; 

dhe oh” d, &c. 

"Tis well the Nymph that wounds can curz. 

Yes, my poor Heart, or elſe I'm ſure 
ere Death to look on X. 
were Death, &c. 


Ye taſtcleſs'S laves of Paſhon dwel! 
On Lady Di, and Lady Bell 
4 he great, the rich, the witty - 
The great, &c. 
Put I'll be hang'd, at Play, at Ba! u, 
It they, or any "of them all, 
Can cope with blooming Kitty, 


Can cope, &c. * 
D 2 I ru 
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= When match'd with Nature's Dye, how fair: 4 
| The fickly red and white of Paint ! ad 

Can varniſh'd Dolls be pretty ? 

| Can varniſh'd Dolls, &c. 

i Here Art would Nature but diſguiſe ; 5 
| Ah! what are Diamonds to thine Eyes, 8 

: My dear, my charming Ay, 
| My dea, &c. 


Go Fortune, with your Favours ſport, 
Throw Titles to the Dogs at Court, 
Give Money in the City; 
Give Money in the City. 


But think not ſo to couzen me, ; [ 

. I'm wiſer, and will never be _ 
Content with leſs than Xirty. | 

Content with leſs than Kitty. v 

8 O N G XIV. | T 

Admiral Hawke's Welcome to Old England. | A 

| Written by Mr. Lockman. | by 

EHOLD where Brittannia points joyful her . 

Lance, Fi 

[nt Maritime Pomp, behold Neptune advance, * 

To land his loy'd Hero from the Coaſt of France. — 

CHORUS. A 

Welcome, brave Hawk: to Old England, | ＋ 

To Old England, P 


O Welcome, brave: Hawz. 


His Hero, who more than two-thirds of the Year. 
. Deſpifing Conflant, before Bre did appear, 
There brav'd Foes and Storms, ever Stranger to Fear, 
Welcome, brave Hawke, &. 
November 


11 
wember the 2oth, while Clouds rattling ſew, 
"he French, who had meanly ftole out, came iu 

View, 
When, fierce as a Lyon, to charge them he flew, 
Welcome, brave Hawte, &c. 


Tk + 
N *. 


Mid the Thunder of Winds, and the Rage öſſtbe 
Sen, ] 

id Rocks, Darkneſs, all that can horrible be, 
Yer « Battle to riſk, how intrepid was he! 
Welcome, brave Hawwie, &c. 

hat the Juncture he knew would admit no Nelay, 
flis Virtue, his Honour cried, ** Shew no Diſmay, 
Since the Weal of three Realms may depend on 
| „ This Day“. 


Welcome, brave Hanwie, &C. 


Loud bellovd our Cannon, as loud th* Ocean roar'd, 

| A Panic ſerz'd ev'ry poor Monſigar on board, l 
1 1 7 — + Oo , , al 

Wen the few thatengag'd ſoon for Quarterimplor'd. kl: 


Welcome, brave Hawke, &c. 


| her 


Fire Ships did reluQant the Combat ſuſlain, | 
While eight trembling ſneakꝰ'd up the River Villa 'ne, 
And the reſt flew like Feathers all over the Main. 
Welcome, brave Hague, &c. 


The mighty Blow ſtruck, all Invaſion was o'er ; 
Ihe French; ſure, will think of Armadas no more, 
Tut, Bankrupts compleat, their own Folly deplore, 
Welcome, brave Hawke, &Cc. 


No more, hapleſs Lewis, thy Squadrons prepare, 

| To face vaſiant Hawke not a French man cou'd dare, 
Since himſelf took three Kings off Cape Fini/terre, 
Welcome, brave Hawker, d&. 


D 
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( 54 | 
Orferd, T:rringten, Anson, for Victories won, 
Found noble Reward, and with high Honour: then 
How gracious a Courſe has our Admiral run? 
Welcome, brave Hawhke, &c. 


With the Thanks of the King, this geat Action wa 


crown'd, 

With the Thanks of the Commons their Hou d 
reſound, 

And the Voice that pronounc'd them will fly ti: 
World round, ; 


Welcome, brave Hawke, &c. 


All hail, our bright Era, the fam'd Fifty-rinc! 
All hail, Hewte's Companions, how greatly ve 

ſhine | ” 
All hail, George the Second, what Glory is thine, 
Welcome, brave Hawke, &c. 


SONG XLVI. 
Love and Coxs TAN cr. 


Set by Dr. Arne, Sung at Ranelagh. 


ON G Time my Heart had rov'd, | 
Inconſtant as the Wind; | 
Each Girl I ſaw, I ſwore I 'ov'd, . 
Till one my Heart confia'd, 75 
Till one my Heart confin'd. * 
The Maid was blith, was young and fair, 75 
From Affectation free; 2 
The Maid was blith, was young and fair, 
From Affectation free: 3 
No ImperfeQion did appear, 
While ſhe look'd kind on me; 
No imperfection did appear, 


While he look'd kind on me. 


Fm. 
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When ner my Pain I told, 

And all my Griet confeſt: 
The Inſolence of female Pride, 
Her cold DOOR expreſt, 

Her cold, & 
The Beauty fen teem'd be efore, 
Appear 'd Defor mity; 
The Beauty, &c. 
Fach Charm I thought a Charm no more, 
She was unkind to me: 
Each Charm, &c. 


Forbear fond Youth, v more 
The Sex's Weakneis ſcan; 

Twas not Inconſtancy or Pride, 
But Trial of the \ Man, 
But Trial of the Man: 

When Time had prov'd my Flame ſincere, 
She own'd the ſame to ine; 

When Time, &c. 

Not Love alone can win the Fair, 
But Love and Conſtancy ; 

Not Love, &c. 


SONG XLVII. 
Set by Dr. Arne, Sung at Ranelaph, 
Search'd the Fields of cv'ry Kind, 
The faireſt Flow'r I choſe, 
And ſent them in a Wreath to bind 
My Reo/alinda's Brow, 
My Reſalinda's Brow. 


Here Hyacinthus ting'd with Blood, 
In purple Beauty glows, 

There burſting from the ſwelling Bud, 
Appears the bluſhing Roſe, 
Appears the bluſhing Roſe. 

4. 


1501 
Here Violets of purple Hue, 
Chaſe Lillies white as Snow; 
Narciſſuſes that drink the DSW. 
And near the Fountain blow, 
And near the Fountain blow. 


To boaſt thy Charms when crown'd with the 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, O beauteous Maid. 


Thy Face that blooms ſo like the Roſe, _ 
Like that, alas! will fade, I 
Like that, alas! will fade. put 

V 

O Bvery Verſe to be repeated, | 

Ah 

4 SON G XLVIII. V 
AFTECTATION; K 

Set by Dr. Arne. ne 

ON G at thy Altar, God of Love, N 

P paid a double Duty ; . 
Slave to Cælia's Voice and Wit, N. 
To Chlee's Taſte and Beauty. * 
Fain would I fix my reſt eſs Heart, b 


While they with aukv ard Feature, +3 
Diſguiſe in Affectation's Maſque, 
The bounteous Gifts of Nature. 17 


Celia affecting Beauty's Grace, 
Deſtroys her Senſe and Spirit, 

And Coloe's Charms thro? fancy'd Wit, 
Lofe all their wanted Merit. 


— > » 4, ——_ — 8 x 
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While in their native Beauties deck'd, 
[ cau'd love both, or either; 
But thus in borrow'd Airs diſguis'd, 
Can be a Slave to neither. 
SONS 
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SONG XLIX. 


Set by Dr. Arne, Sung at Ranelagh. 


HEN lovely Chlee's gentle Touch, 
Awakes the Lute with ſprightly Art, 
Awakes the Lute with ſprightly Art: 
ler er Fingers' Charms are ſuch, 
They flide unheeded to the Heart ; 
Her-flying Fingers' Charms are ſuch, 
T hey de anheeded to the Heart. 


But when her Voice with ſweet Surprize; 
Melodious ſtrikes the raptur'd Ear, 
Melodious, &Cc. 

What gay Applauſes fill the Skies, 

What Pleaſure gladdens all who ear, 
What gay, &c. 


E 


In 04 


Her Air, her Virtue, and her Wit, 

A thouſand Hearts enthrall'd command, 
= A thouſand Hearts enthrall'd command 
While Cupid humbly at her Feet, 

& Religns his Arrows to her Hand ; 
Nhe Cupid bambly at her Feet, 
= Rchens his Arrows to her Hand. 


SONG. L. 


e acerd by My, Hilton. Fer 75 Mufic by Mr. Lang 
4 don; and Gang by Mr. Beard, 
OW eaſy was Calin, how blithe and how gay 
Eer he met the fair Cloris, how ſprightly 


P10 his Lay! * 
[Ec graceful her Form, fo accompliſh'd her Mind, 


= Pity, he thought, with ſuch Charms muſt be 


301 In ad, 
1 re Pity, he thought, with ſuch Charms muſt be 
2 join p d. 0 
7 * 6 D en- 
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Whenever ſhe danc'd, or whenever ſhe ſung, 
How juſt was her Motion! how ſweet was her 
Tongue! 
And when the Youth told her his paſſionate Flame, 
She allow'd him to fancy her Heart felt the Same, 
She allow'd him, &c. 


With ardour he preſs'd her to think him ſincere; 
But, alas! ſhe redoubled each Hope and each Fear 
She would not deny, nor ſhe would not approve, 
And ſhe neither refus'd him, nor gave him her Love 
And ſhe neither, &c. 


Nowy chear'd by Complacence, now froze by Diſdain, 
He languiſh'd for Freedom, but languiſh'd in vain 
THY Thyr/is, who pitted ſo helpleſs a Slave, 

Eas'd his Heart of its Pain, by the Counliel.be gave. 
Eas'd his Heart; &c. 


Forfake her, ſaid he; and reje& her a-while, 

If ſhe loves you, ſhe ſoon will return with-a Smile 

You can judge of her Paſſion by Abſence alone. 

And by Abſence will conquer her Heart,—or you: 
own. 


And by Abſence, &c. 


This Advice he purſu'd; but the Remedy prov'd, 
Too fatal alas! to the fair One he lov'd, 

Which cur'd his own Paſſion; but left her in vain, 
To ſigh for a Heart ſhe could never regain. 

To figh for a Heart The. could never regain. 


SO N. 
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SONG LI. 
K 3 4 2 * 


- 


Lowe, Mie Stevens, and à Bey. 


L Y hence grim Melancholy's Train, 
Hence waſting Thought and Years of Pain; 


What to us is Age and Care, 
kes of Grief and Looks of Fear; 
join the Laughter- loving Train, 


Thi $ 15 Pleaſure” 8 boundleſs Reign. 


Mind not what the Stoicks ſay, 
Life is only for a Day; 

Baniſh far Reflection's Pow'r, 

Loſe not one important Hour 

Fly the meagre hideous rain, 
This is Pleaſure's boundleſs Reign. 


Make the moſt of Beauty's Pride, 
TT and Beauty ſoon ſubſide; 
Courted, yield, while yet you may, 
Cupid elie will Ry away ; 

ſoin the ſportive fairuileſy Train, 
This is Pleaſure's golden Reign. 


Jacchus all his Freaſare lends, 


(Mirth and Wine are conſtant Friends: 


i, ifts on high the human Soul; 
Dread no Poiſon in the Bowl. 
dee's the jovial roſy Train, 


This 15 Fleaſure% boundleſs Reign, 


In the Meadows ſafely ſtray, 
innocence {ſhall guard the Way; 


| and 4. Moon— light on the Gre en, 


the Fairies with their Oucen ; 


1 . 6 


+ by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mrs. Vincent, Me. 
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Thc. Moral ig trug tho? the Matter is old 


Wy 


Go where Love directs the Train;. Wy 
Fox tis Pleaſures golden - Reign. Lo\ 
Eaves Snakes, all murd'ring War, . 
With Phantom Honour, hence are far; : 
rac and Peace, and Joy ſincere, Un! 
And Love, maintain their Revele here Ms 
Haſts to join the feſtive 'Train, by 
This is Pleaſure's golden Reign: 11 
Nor to ſcornful Airs inclin'd, by 
Know the. Seaſon to be kind ; | 
What would all your Beauty do, I tc 
Should She hands once neglect to Woo A | 
See the 2 — ſportive Frain; T% 
Hark, they cry tis Pleaſure's Reign · Ea 
Freedom, with immortal Shield, * 
Guards the Bleflings we can yield; ' 
Freedom hails thee, to reſign He 
All thy Cares in Love and Wine: * 
Stay no longer, join the Train: V 
This is Pleaſure's golden Reign. . 
tiymen's graceful Altars ſmoke; . 
Haſte, and wear the ſilken Yoke : K 
Endleſs Peace, unfading. Youth, Y 
Riſe the ſure Rewards of Truth V 
| Haſten then to join the Train, * 
For tis Pleaſure's golden Reign. N 
| 8. ON G. £15: 1 
| { Set by, Dr. Arne, Sung at Vauxhall. 2 
OM E give your Attention to what I unfoll, We 
| he Moral is true tho” the Matter is old. ; 
| 


if 
| 
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1 
* 
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A Patriot in Politicks. fond of Debate, 
A Patriot, &c. 


They center'd in Pleaſure and Pleafure in Love, 
Fach Paſſion, &c, 


Hon ſweet my Reſolves I confeſs'd with a Si * | 
When Phillis, ſweet 'Philli;, tripp'd wantonly by, 4 


caught her and mention'd a Turn in the Grove, 
CLonſenting ſhe made me a Convert to Love > 
caught her, &c. 


Ve Lovers of Freedom no longer complain, 
We're born Fellow-ſubjects af Beauty's ſoft Chain, 
My purchas'd Experience this Maxim will prove, 


That Life is not- Life when divided from Love. 


That Life is not Life when divided from Love. 


( 6» ] 

My honeſt Confeſſion's intended to prove;. 

How taſteleſs, inſipid, is Life without Love; 
My honeſt Confeſſion's intended to prove; +. 
ſow taſteleſs, inſipid, is Life without Love. 


In Works of old Sophiſt my Mind J employ'd;. 
My Bottle and Friend too by Turns I enjoy'd, 
My Bottle, &c. 

1 laugh'd at the Sex and preſumptuouſly ſtrove, 
Their Charms to forget and bid farewel to. Love, 
I laugh'd, &c. 


J toil'd and I traffick*d, grew wealthy and great,, 


Each 2aMon' indulging my Doubts did remove, 


When Phillis, &c. 


We're born Fellow. ſubjects of Beauty's ſoft Clain,. 
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My purchias'd Experience this Maxim will prove, 
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SONG LIII. 


on 


To think, to think of returning to you. 


With Smiles, then ye Laſſes, embelliſh your Charms, 
Your Lovers with Rapture, with Rapture will come, 

D!] take the brave Fellows then cloſe to your Arm: 

And tenderiy, tenderly welcome them home. 


SONG IIV. 
Nancy Crow, Set by Dr. Arne: 


H! whence this Impotence of Mind 


Sure Beauty properly defin'd, 
To Learning is a Foc ; 
Newton and Pope neglected lie, 
Belinda can no more ſupply, 
The Place of Nancy Crow, 
The Place of Nancy Crow, 


Let thoſe who would the Depths explore 
Of modern Wit and autient Lore, 
To foreign Climates go; 
To me, let none propoſe this Taſk, 
No Proof of Nature's Force I alk, 
But charming Nancy Crow. 
But, &c. 


Though the ſmooth Surface of a Stream, 


When bright'ned by the Morning Beam, 
We ſee the Sands below; 

Thus in her Face, as ſmooth, as clear, 

(Enlight'ned by her Eyes) appear 

The Thoughts of Nancy Crow. 

The Thoughts, &c.- 


HE Heroes preparing to finiſh the War, 
And bid to the Camp, to the Camp an Adicy ; 
Now ſheath up their Swords, and rejoice, O ye Fair, 


63 
Zach Year the Seeds of Beauty fown: 


Sure Time would not be flow ; 
Since fourteen Summers could produce, 


leu; A Plant fo fair, fo ft for Uſe, 
air, As charming Nancy Crow. 

As charming, &c. 
1. Alas! ſaid Flora, with a Tear, 
"my No more my Roſes mult appear, 
2 No more my Lillies blow; 


For Oh-! their boalted red and white, 
Their Softneſs, Fragrance, all unite 
In lovely Nancy Crow. 
In lovely, &c. 


Let thoſe whom coarſer Nerves ſuſtain, 
O'er Hills and Dales, o'er rough and plain, 
Purſue the bounding Doe ; 
Tis mine to chaſe a ſprightly Fair, 
Like Daphne crown'd with Golden Hair,) 


Coy, tempting Nancy . Crow. k 
Coy, tempting Nancy Crew: | 

8 ON. G LV. | 

NA YETILEA, demanding the Aid of my Pen, 1 
; To tell what. of her were the Thoughts of | 
N the Men, { 


ted for once] would alter my Tune, 
nd write Panegyricks as well as Lampoon ; : 
* Candor deſcribing the Woman! fee, 
en I ſteal from my Glaſs, to Myirtilla and Tea; 


8 the Eyes ſweet Employ to tho Soul give Delight, 

Ind Beauty's an Object engaging to Sight; 

pow Kind is my fair One, whoſs: Studics confeſs, 

Ter Aim is at Nature's Amendment in Dres, 

Ibo! oft' in the Structure, miſtaking the Plan, 

Meſpoils hat ſhe meant hou” d give Pleaſure to Man, 
29 if 
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[64 } 
When I heard her ſweet Voice in its natural Key, 
Her good-humour'd Prattle is Muſick to me, 
Her Kis would ſoon make the dull Hermit forego 
His Cell and high Views, for that Heaven below : 
But when for a Trifle with Anger grown bold, 
Her Words are but Diſcord, her Kiſſes are cold. 


Like Dew to the Flow'rs is Love to Mankind, 
Each Senſe's Enjoyment in Woman we find; 
Unleſs Affectation, that Bane ro che Fair, 
Unfetters tho Heart they attempt to enſnare: 
Let Nature the Science of Pleaſing direct, 

A Charm 11! difplay'd, ſoon becomes a Defec, 


SO NG LVI. 
Ser by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


Youth, if I wou'd, I cou'd tell you his Name. 
If [ havenot good Care will my fofontrenfiame: 
F have 1sen him but once, tis enough to have ſeen, 
For I like him beyond all the reſt on the Green. 
For I like him beyond all the reſt on the Green. 


How ſweet was his Converſe the live long Day thro”, 
So many bleſt Minutes I ne'er before knew; 
Might 1 have my With they ſhould come o'er again, 
I ne'er thought there liv'd inthe World ſuch a Swain, 
I ne*er thought, &c. 


Without flattering he pleaſed, without Rudencls v 
free, 

How-he look'd and was civil to none but to me; 

His Words when we parted, I think on with Pain, 

Adieu 'till I ſee you, dear Sally, again, 


Adieu till, &c,, 


And 


ma. 
mc: 


| 65 
and new he talks of me the Shiepherds among, 
Im the Praiſe of his Witz and the Theme of his 
Tongue: | 
if he thus ſhou'd run on 'twill alarm all the Plain, 
And Scandal won't let him come near me again, 
And Scandal, &c. | 


Kind Fortune, ſoon throw him this once in my Way, 

Then II know all his Thoughts and hear all +: 
can fay ; 

If we can't have each other I will not complain, 

Rut we nel er from that Moment will meet once again, 

But we nei et from that Moment will meet once again. 


SON © LVIT. 
Sung in the REPRISAL. 


Swain, 
Wo in Tranſports cf Paſſion affets to complain, 
For his Rage, and his Love, an that Frenzy is ſhewn, 


\ 


1 E T the Nymph ſtill avoid, and be deaf to the 
/ 


and the Blaſt that blows loudeſt is-ſoon overblown, 


[But the Shepherd whom Cupid has pierc'd to the 


Heart, 


Will fubmifhye adore, and rejoice at the Smart; 


Or in plaintive ſoft Murmurs, his boſum-felt. Wee, 


Like the ſmooth gliding Current of Rivers will flow. 


Though ſilent his Tongue, he will plead with his 


Eyes, 8 
And his Heart own your Sway in a Tribute of.Sighs + 


ut when he accoſts you in Meadow or Grove, 
His Tale ig 1b tender—he coos like a Dove. 


SONG. 


WEE 


SONG LVIII. 
STREPHON F the Hill. 
Set by Dr. AR NE, 


„ET others Damon's Praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Celin's at their Will; 
J mean to ſing in ruſtic Verſe, 
Young Streben of the Hill. 


As once I ſat beneath a Shade, 
Beſide a purling Rill; 
Who ſhou'd my Solitude invade, 


But Strephon of the Hill. 


He tapt my Shoulder, fnatch'd a Kits, 
I cou'd not take it ill; 
For nothing ſure is done amiſs, | 


By Strephen of the Hill. 


Conſent, O lovely Maid, he cry'd, 
Nor aim thy Swain to kill; 

Conſent this Day to be the Bride, 
Of Strephon of the Hill. 


Obſerve the Doves on yonder Spray, 
See how they fit and bill; 

So ſweet your Time ſhall paſs away, 
With Szrep hon of the Hill. 


We went to Charch with hearty Glee, 
O Love propitious ſtill ; 

May every Nymph be bleſt like me, 

With Strephon of the Hill. 


SON G 
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SONG 1X. 
The Miller's WEO DINO. 


Sung by Mr. Beard, in Harlequin Ranger, 


EAV E, Neighbours, your Work, and to {port 
F and to play, | 
t the Tabor ſtrike up and the Village be gay; 
*t the "Tabor ſtrike up and the Village be gay: 
o Day thro? the Year ſhall more chearful be ſeen, 
or Ralph of the Mill marries Sue of the Green. 
or Ralph of the Mill marries Sue of the Green. 
J love Sue, and Se loves me, 

And while the Wind blows, 

And while the Mill goes, 
Who'il be io happy, ſo happy as we ? 


et Lords and fine Folks, who for Wealth take a Bride; 
be married to-day, and to-morrow be cloy'd; 
e married, &c. 
Body is Rout, and my Heart 1s as ſound, 


And my Love like my Courage will never. give. 


Ground. 
And my Love, &c. 
liove Sue, &c. 


Let Ladies of Faſhion the beſt ſointures wed, 
and prudently take the beſt Bidders to Bed: 
And prudently, &c. 
duch Signing and Scaling's no Part of our Bliſs, 
We ſettle our Hearts, and we feal w ok a Kid. 
We ſettle, &c. 
| love Sue, &. 


Tho' Raleh is not courtly, nor none of your Beaus, 
Nor bounccs, nor ſlatters, no wears your fine Cloaths: 
Nor bounces, e. 
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Th nothing he*ll barrow from Folks of high Lifc, 
Nor e'er turn his Back on his Friend, or his Wife „rw 
Nor e'er turn, &c. A 
J love Sue, &c. 


While thus I am able to work at my Mill, 
While thus thou art kind, and thy Tongue but lies il]; 
While thus thou art kind, and thy Tongue but lic bin; 


Our Joys ſhall continue, and ever be new, * 
And none be fo happy as * and his Fe. But v 
And noneche fo happy as Ralph and his Sue, We f 
I love Sas, &c. An 


SONG LX. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 
ORE bright the San began to dawn, 

The merry Birds to ling ; 
And Flow'rets dappl'd o'er the Lawn, 

In all the Pride of Spring: - | 
When for a Wreath young Damon ſtray'd, 

And ſmiling to me brought it; 
Take this he cry'd, my-dearet Maid, 

And who, who, aye, aye, who'd have thoughtit. 


J bluſh'd the Preſent to receive, At! 
And thank'd him o'er and o'er; A 
When ſoft he ſigh'd, bright Fair, for give, My 
I muſt have ſomething more: Put 
One kind ſweet Kiſs will pay me beſt, But 
So earneſtly he ſought it; 
T let him take it I proteſt, She 
And who—, aye, who'd have thought it. A 
; 1 
A Swain that woo'd with ſo much Art, Bu 
No Nymph could long diſdain ; BB 


A ſecret Flame ſoon touch'd my Heart, 
And fluſh'd thro' ev'ry Vein: 


TW 
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'Twas Love inſpir'd the pleaſing Change, 
From his my. Boſom caught it; 

Twas ſtrange indeed, 'twas paſſing ſtrange, 
And who—, aye, who'd have thought it. 


Kind Fortune, ſoon throw him this once in my Way, 
Then Fs know all his 'Thonghts and hear all he can 
Av.; 

If we can't have each other Iwill not complain 
But we ne'ertrom that Moment will meet once again, 
But we ne'er from that Moment will meet once again, 
We fondly kiſs, and ſport, and play, 

And who, who, aye, aye, who'd have thought it. 


SONG IXI. 
Sung by My. Beard, at Ranelagh. 


HAT Jenny's my Friend, my Delight, and 
my Pride, 

| always have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide: 

| dwell on her Praiſes wherever I go, 

They ſay I'm in Love, but I anſwer, no, no; 

tie, They ſay I'm in Love, but I anſwer, no, no. 


| 


At Ev'ning oft-times, with what Pleaſure ſee, 
A Note from her Hand, I'll be with you at Tea; 
My Heart how it bounds when I hear her below, 
But ſay not 'tis Love, for I anſwer, no, no; 

But ſay, &c. 


She ſings me a Song, and I echo it's Strain, 
Again I cry, Jenm, ſweet Jenny, again: 

| kite ther front Lips, as if there I could grow; 
But ſay not *tis-Love, for I anſwer, no, no; 


But ſay, &c. | 
She 
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She tells me her Faulrs, as ſhe fits on my Knee 
I chide her, and {wear ſhe's an Angel to me: 
My Shoulder ſhe taps, and ftill bids me think ſo; 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho? ſhe anſwers, no, 1 
Who knows, &c. 


From Beauty and Wit, and good Humour, how 
Should Prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly : 
Thy Bounty, O Fortune, make haſte to beſtoy,, 
Aud let me deſerve her, or ſtill Tl ſay, no; 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill PII ſay, no. 


SONG LXII. 
S:t by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 


ONCE we went out a maying, too late can If. 
Young Harry has run Day and Night in my Min. 

He's grown ſo bewitching as never before ; 

For I find that I love him each Time more and more, 

For I find that I love him each Time more and mots. 


Each Morning his Face with what Pleaſure I ſce, 
Not my own at the Glaſs is ſo handſome to me; 

I am ſo vex'd I cou'd cry, when his Viſit is o'er, 
Nor help, if I would, but rauit love more and me 
Nor help, if I would, &c. 


He'd have me to ſing to him all the Day long, 
And ſays mine's as tweet as the Nightingale's Song; 
Such Praiſes as theſe | had never before, 

I'm ſure that he loves me, tho? him I love more, 
Fm ſure that he loves me, &c. 


When my Mother was gone, with Love in his Lock, 
He begg'd for one Kiſs,, but how many he took 
I aſk*d why ſo free, who was ne'er ſo before: 
He bluſh'd, and then promis'd to do ſo no more. 
He bluſh'd, and then promis'd, &c. 


IV 


He 


Dn © a Mo 


3 


How I wiſh'd the dear Shepherd, for Life, was all 
mine 

1 ſhou'd have no Occaſion to chide or to pine ; ; 

Then Harry my Lips may with Kiſſes run o'er, 

And I'll try, if it can be, to love him ttill more; 

And I'll try, if it can be, to love. him ſtill more. 


SONG LXIII. 
Col ix and PHILLIS, @ Dialogue. Sung at Vauxhall, 
He. EER Phillis, ſweet Girl, be now kind 
to my Pain, 
Nor ſuffer me longer to court you an vain 
And I'll love you fincerely for ever, 


And Il love you ſincerely for ever, 
And I'll love, &c. 


She. Ah! Collin, my Heart was about to comply, 
But what my Hope wiſhes, my Fears will deny : : 
I can never be yours.. * 
He. What never? 
She. No never! I can never be yours. 
He. What never? 
She. No never! I ne'er can be yours. 


He, Fie, Phillis, how can you ſtill trifle with Love; 
Away with your Fears, and my Paſſion approve, 
When I tell you, I love you for ever, 
When I tell vou, [ love you for ever, 
When I tell vou, &c. 


She. Fie, Collin, how can you ſtill teaze me in vain, 
When I told you before, and I tell you again; 
[ can never be yours. 
He. What never? 
She. No never! I can never be yours. 
He. What never? 
She. No never | I ne'er can be yours. 
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#e. Then adieu to. all Joy, my Heart will ſure break 
It my Phillis denies what I fondly didfeek ; 
I can never be happy, no never, 
I can never be happy, no never, 
] can never, &c. 


She. Thenaway with my Doubts, Ican fondly believe, 

That Collin his Phillis, will never deceive ; 
That Collin will love me. 

He. For ever. 

Se. You never, ſure never, will leave me. 

H-. No never! 

Ste. You never, ſure never, will leave me, 

He. No never, no never, will leave you. 


SONG LXIV. 
In the REPRI1IS ATI. 


RO M the Man whom I love, tho' my Heart 
I diſguiſe, 
J will freely deſcribe the Wretch I deſpiſe ; 
And if he has Senſe but to ballance a Straw, 
He will ſure take the Hint from the Picture I draw. 
And if he has Senſe but to ballance a Staw, 


He ill ſure take the Hint from the Picture I draw. 


A Wit without Senſe, without Fancy a Beau; 
Like a Parrot he:chatters, and ſtruts like a Crow: 
A Peacock in Pride, in Grimace.a Baboon ; 

In Courage a Hind, in Conceit a Gaſcoon. 

A Peacock, &c. 


As a Vulture rapacious, in Falſhood a Fox; 


Inconſtant as Waves, and unfecling as Rocks: 


As a Tyger ferocious, perverſe as a Hog; 
In Miſchief an Ape, and in fawning a Dog. 
Asa Tyger, &c. 


In a 
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In a Word, to ſum up all his Talents together; 

His Heart is of Lead, and his Brain is of Feather: 
Yet if he has Senſe but to ballance a Stray, 

He will ſure take the Hint from the Picture I draw. 
Yer if he has Senſe but to ballance a Straw, 

He will ſure take the Hint from the Picture I draw. 


SONG LXV. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


LEXIS, a pretty young Swain, 
'To court me comes many a Mile ; 
bid him make haſte back again, 
Tho' I wiſh'd him to ſtay a great while: 
With all by which Love is expreſt, 
He ſtudies my Heart to beguile ; 
I with him Succeſs I proteſt, 
But I tell him he'll wait a great while. 


He brought me a Notegay to-day, 
And vod 'was more Pleaſure than Toit ; 
[ took it I ſafely can fay, 
And ] let him not aſk a great while: 
He begg'd me to grant him a Kits, 
So earneſt he made me to ſmile, 
Have done, I cry'd, fie, 'tis amiſs, 
But I Wiſh'd it to laſt a great while. 


He tells me IT ought to be kind, 
That Time all my Beaut es will ſoil; . 
I croſs him, tho? quite of his Mind, 
For I love him to talk a great while: 
I think ſuch ſweet Things he has ſaid, 
My Coyneſs at laſt he will ſpoil; 
And when he once aſks me to wed, 
Oh! Pl! not live a Maid a great while. 
E SONG 
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NG EAI. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


S Chlie ſat ſheiter'd and breath'd the cool Air, 
While Muſick awaken'd the Grove: 
Your; Damen approach'd and addrets'd the coy Fai: 
In all the ſoft L. inguage of Love: 
But ſhe was ſo cruel his Suit ſhe deny” d, 
And ber 5a d as he told her his Pain: 
And while the poor Shepherd fat wooing, ſhe cry” 
] will die a Maid, a Maid, my dear Swain, 


O what! ſays the Swain, muſt thy Beauty ſo gaz 
Perplex Urs at once and invite; 

Embrace ev'ry Rapture, leſt Time make a Pre) 
Of that which was ant for Delight: 

When Age has crept round, and thy Charms Wrinkl'd 

0 er, 

Then all will my Cloe diſdain; 

But till all her Anſwer was, teaze me no more, 


I will die a Maid, a Maid, my dear Swain. 


Dy Damon proteſted, no other he'd prize, 
Iis Flame was fo ſtrong and duden ; 
Then watch'd the Emotions that play'd in her Eyes, 
| And bani{h'd his Torture and Fear: 
| My Joys ſhall be ſecret, enraptur'd he cry'd, 
Ah! Chhe, be gent tle and good : 
ie fair One crew ſofter, an id bgning reply'd, 


I'd fain die a Maid, =a Maid, if I cou'd. 
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SON G LXVII. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 
HALL TI, waſting in Deſpair, 


Die becauſe a Woman's fair; 
Sfall my Cheeks look pale with Care, 
»Cauſe another's roſy are! 
*Cauſe another's roſy are; 
ze the fairer than the Day: 

Or the Row? 15 Meads in May; 0 
Yet it the think not well of me, 
Whut care I how {air ſhe be. 


Shall a Woman's Goodneſs move, 
Me to periſh for her Love; 

Or her worthy Merits known, 
Maxe me quite forget my own ? 
Make me, - &C. 

Be ihe with that Goodneſs bleit, 
As may merit Name the belt; 
Yet if the be not ſuch to me, 
What care 1 how good ſie be. 


e ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 
1 will never more deſpair; ; 
If ſhe love me, this believe, 
{ will die e'er ſhe can grieve, 
I will die e'er {he can prieve : 
If ſhe flights me When 1 woo, 
I will {corn and let her go; 
SO if ſhe be not ft tor me, 


What care I for whom ſhe be. 
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SONG LXVIII. 
Set by Mr. Berg, Sung at Ranelagh. 


OU NG Damon am'rous and ſincere, ode. 
One Noon fat penſive in the Bow'r; 
Ye Gods! he cry'd, ſend Sylvia here, 
My Paſſion ſhall be bleſt this Hour: 
'Too long with Sighs, and Vows, and Pray'rs, 
I've woo'd the unre ele nting Maid; 
Now was ſhe here, for all it's Cares. 
My faithful Heart ſhould be repaid. 
7 
"The Swain had juſt fin1ſh” d his reſolute Tale, 8 
When Sia appear'd tripping blithe o'er the Val ; 
To weave a {weet Chaplet of Roſes and Lill 
She came and brought with her the pert little Phi 
She came and brought with her the pert little P/. 


Up ſtarted the Shepherd, ſurpriz'd at the View, 

A aſg'd! orone Ny mph, o! the Gods have ſenttwo;“ 
Ye Pow'rs, *tis unkind at a Lover to laugh; 
One Maid at a 'Time had been better by hats 
One Maid at a Time had been better by half. 


85 E ü 


He bow'd and he bluſh'd, nor had Courage to! 
Are all Men ſo baſhful? they're not 1 dare 4 : 
Are all Men ſo baſhful, ſo baſhtul ; 

Are all Men fo baſhful, they're not I dare ſay. 


8 ONO LXIX. 
Di Aloecvux. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 
He. %ELIA, Delia, leave the Shade, 
Thou waſt born for Man's Delight; . 
Suffer not thy Charms to fade, 
Far remov'd from mortal Sj ght; : 


Haſten 


1 


Haſten to the Town, away; 
Join the lovely, and the gay; 
Haſten to the Town, aw ay; 
Join the lovely, and the gay. 


He. Here, Alexis, let me hve, 
Free from Danger, free from Strife; 
Here the fruitful Seaſons give, 
All that can embellith Life ; . 
Here | learn from ev'ry Flow'r, 
Vo improve the coming Hour. 
Here J learn, &c. 


Be. At thy faithful Lover's Call, 
| Haſte to Town, thou Nymph divine; 
ale, There to lead the ſprightly Ball, 
I And in ſplendid Courts to mine - 
45. Muſic (hall thy Joys improve, 
Ws, And awake thy Soul to Love. 
Muſic ſhall, &c. 


Se. Here in Innocence ſecure, 
can love and live with thee; 
Here the Breath of Air is pure, 
Muſic here on ev*ry Tree: 
Here alone 1 w:th to ſhine, 
V/hile my gentle Swain is mine; 
Here alone I with to ſhine, 
While my gentle Swain is mine. 


SONG LXX. 
Tre Hur and Cn. I CAN TATA. 


Sung at Ranelagh. 4 
RECITATIVE. i 
f N Love's Name you're charg'd hereby, 129 


To make a ſpecdy Hue and Cry, 5 
E 3 After i 
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After a Face which t'other Day, 
Stole my wande ring Heart away: 
T0 dire Et yOu, th tit In bricf, 
Are ready Marks to know the Thiet. 
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And her lovely tow'ring Brow, 
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Tho' the Jun Wines pureſt Light 1 


on 


[ In _ Cheeks are to he ſeen, 


Of Flowers both the Kin g and Queen ; * 
Hither by tho Trace le 4. 
| And freſily 1 laid in nup t1 41 Br d; Bu 
| On whom Lips like de Aae do Wait, 
} Who depſore their Virgin — 7 
; Ofc they bluſh, and bpfach for tlie, 5 
| That they one another kits. 91 


But obſerve, beſides the reſt, 

You ſhall know this Felon bet, : 

By her Tongue; for if your Ear 1 

| Once an heavenly Muſic hear; 

| Juch as neither Gods or Men, 

But from that Voice ſhall hear again; 

| That, that is ſhe, oh! frait ſur; prize, 1 
And bring her unto Love's Aſſize 


n 
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O NG LXX 
Set by Dr. Arne, Surg at Raneclagh. 


E true honeſt Britons, who love vour own { and, 
Whoſe Sires were ſo brave, {ovictorious: too, 
W o al v * N be at F Ane wh CN the \ LOOK ner in land, 

Come join, honelt } 


5 iton 185 in Q norus Wit h me; 
Come join, honcſt B: 


ST at I 7 in CI Or Mag WI 1th nc. 


Let us ſins our own 'Treatures Os , wood 
Cheer, 

The Profits and Picaſures of ſtout Hi Berr x 

Your Wine-tipling, Dram ſippin, Fellows, retreat, 
But your Beer-drnking Britons can never be beat 
But your, -&c. 

The French with their Vineyards are meagre and nate 
They drink of the Squeezings of haltrpen'd | ruit; 

But we who have Hop-grounds to mellow our Ale; 
Are roly and plump, and have Freedom to boot: 
Let us ſing, &c. 


Chou'd the French dare invade us thus arm'd with 
our Heeres 
We'll! bang their bare Ribs, make their Lanthorn 
Jaws ring ; 
For your Beet-cating, Beer- drinking Britons are 
Souls ; 
Who will thed their laſt Drop for their Country 
and King. 
Let us ſing, &C. 
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SONG LXXII. 
Set by Mr. Berg, Sung at Ranelagh. 
Us'd, I remember it well, 
1 To frown, and to piſh, and cry fie, 
When Damon his Paſſion would tell; 
But I could not myſelf tell for why ; ; 


But I could not myſelf tell for why, but 1 


could not, &c. 


Whenever we met on the Plain, 
I always was prudiſh and ſhy ; 
He'd kiſs me and kiſs me again, 


Though I aſk'd him, he would not tell why, 


Though I aſk'd, &c. 


My Breath was more ſweet than the Air; 
{ ſung like the warblers on high; 
His Speeches were pretty, I ſwear, 
ut he made them, I could not tell why, 
But he made, &c. 


Indeed, teazing Shepherd, I cry'd, 
1 know not your Meaning, not J! 

oY ſpeak 1. gravely, I try'd, 
But I laugh'd, though I could not tell why. 
But 1 laugh 'd, &C. 


He ſtifled my Laugh with a Kiſs, 
And vow'd that for ine he would die; 
I thought if he did *rwas am fils, 
Sol beg'd he would tell me for Why. 
So 1 beg'd, &c. 


Does Phillis then pity, he cries ? 
To Church let us inftat itly fly 

ſeem'd in a fort of Surprize, 
But I went, though! knew not for why. 
But 1 went, &c. 


"FE: Vas 
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Twas what he long wiſh'd to bay at, 
Im glad on't, I cannot den 
Ve kiſs, and we play, and if « that, 
And [ love him, I need not tell vw! 
And I] 20. him, I need not tell why 
love, &c. 


and I 


Ww- wo 


ON. G LXXHI:; 
Set Ey Mr. Berg. Sung at Ranelagh. 


LT H ev'ry ſwect Hope the Fair can impart, 
Cleora who conquer'd, would iooth my poor 
Heart, 
hy, she taught my fond Th dughts on her Beauty to roll, 
And fann'd with her Smiles the ſoit Flame in my Souls 
My Fancy was raviſh'd with Tranſports in view, 
The Sun never ſhone on a Lover lo true ; 
"Twas her's to enſlave me, 'twas mine to adore her; 
How loving was I, and how charming Cleora e 
Nut curſe on the Arts that the us'd to enſnare, 
She's falſe I diſcover, and cruel as fair; 
She's falſe I diſcover, and cruel as fair: 
Jaſk'd her at Church when her Hand ſhe'd beſtow, 
"Twas who can tell what a Year hence I may do, 
"Twas who can tell what a Year hence I may do. 
I'm fix'd, Pm determin'd, th' Enchantment is o'er, | 
Her Pride has deceiv'd me, I'll love her no more; 1 
I'm fix'd, Fm determin'd, th' Enchantment 1s o'er, 1 
Her Pride has deceiv'd me, I'll love her no more: | 
Yet what I've refolv'd my Heart whiſpers in vain, 4 
For a Glance from her Ey es will unman me again; 0 
Yet what l've reſolv'd my Heart whiſpers in vain, 
For a Glance from ker Eyes will unman me again. 


SONG 
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SON G. LXXIV. 
The HaPpy MEETING, 
Fe by Myr. Berz, Si * r at PR anc! 1 agh. 


8 Ja nie gay, gang 'd blithe new 4 'ay , Th 
Alon the Banks of Txvecd' ; 

A bonny Laß, as ever Was, 

Came tripping o'er the Mead: 
The hearty Swain, untaught to feign, 

The buxom Nymph ſurvey d; 
And full of Glee, as Lad could be, 

Beſpake the pretty Maid. 


Dear Laſſy tell, why by thine ſel, 
Thou haſt ly wand'reſt here: 

My Ewes ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide, 
Can'ſt tell me, Laddy, where ? 

To Town iſe hie, he made reply, 
Some muckle Sport to ſee; 


But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, 
He ſeek the Ewes with thee. 


She gin her Hand, nor made a Stand, 
W lik'd the Youth's Intent ; 
O'er Hill and Dale, o'er Plain and Vale, 
Right merrily they went: 

The Birds ſang ſweet, the Pair to greet, 
And Flowers bloom? d around ; 

And as they walk'd, of Love they talk'd, 
And Joys which Lovers crown'd. 


And now the Sun, had roſe to Noon, 
(The Zenith of his Pow'r,) 
When to a Shade, their Steps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day Hour: 15 
if | 


83 
The bonny Lad, raw'd in his Plaid, 
The Laſs who ſcorn'd to frawn ; 
She ſoon forgot, the Ewes the ſought, 
And he to gang to Town, 


SQ0- NG: AxAXY. 


The words from SHAKESPEAR, Sung of Panclagh, 


OME, hve with me, and be my Love, 


And we will all the Pleaſures prove, 
That Hills and Valles, Dales and Fields, 
And all the craggy Mountain yields, 
There will we fit upon the Rocks, 
And fee the Shepherds feed their Flocks ; 
Near ſhallow Rivers, by whoſe Falls, 
Melodious Birds ſing Madrigals, 


There will I make thee Beds of Roſes, 
With a thouſand fragrant Poſies, 

A Cap of Flowers, with a Girdle, 
Embroider'd all with Leaves of Myrtle; 
A Gown made of the fineſt Wool, 
Which from our pretty Lambs we pull ; 
If theſe Delights thy Mind may move, 
Come live with me, and be my Love. 


Fair lined Slipper for the Cold, 

With Buckles of the pureit Gold ; 

A Belt of Straw with Ivy Buds, 

And coral Claſps, and Silver Studs, 

The Shepherd Swain ſhall dance and ſing, 
For thy Delight each May Morning: 

If theſe Delights thy Mind may move, 
Then hve with me, and be my Love. 
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SON G LXXVI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 

AVS Damon to Phillis, ſippoſe my fond Eyes, 

Reveal with what Ardour I glow ; 

Reveal with what Ardour I glow :; 
| Well, what if they do, there's no Harm ſure, ſhe cries ? 
| I] can but deny you, you know, you know; 
1 can but deny you, you know. 


Suppoſe I ſhould aſk of thoſe Lips a ſweet Kiſs, 
Say, would you the Favour beſtow ? 
Say, would you the Favour beſtow ? 

Lord bleſs me, ſaid ſhe, what a Queſtion is this ? 
I can but deny you, you know, you know ; 
I can but deny you, you know. 


Suppoſe, not contented, I ſtill aſk for more, 
For Picaſure from Pleaſure will grow, 
For Pleaſure from Pleaſure will grow; 
' Suppoſe what you will, ſhe reply'd as before, 
can but deny you, you know, you know; 
I can but deny you, you know. 


Come then, my dear Love, to the Wood let's repair, 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go; 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to 75 
No, no, with a Bluſh, anſwer'd Phillis, for there, 
I could not deny you, you know, you know. 
J could not deny you, you know. 


SONG LXXVII. 
Set by Mr. Berg, Sung at Ranelagh. 


Y Kit cries, was Damon wile, 
His Paſſion I'd approve ? | 
But like the Bee, ſo gay ſo free, 


He merits not my Love: 


From 
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From Maid to Maid, his Heart has ſtray'd, 

Which each new Face has won; 

My Spirit's great, a Share | hate, 
I'll have him all or none. 


Her Reas'ning ſuch, I wonder much, 
Herſelf ſhe cannot ſee ; 

For, oh! the Fawn, that ſkips the Lawn, 
Is not ſo wild as ſhe: 

Each am'rous Swain, breath'd out his Pain, 
To all ſhe lends an Ear; 

The Caſe is thus, and which of us, 
In Love's moſt inſincere? 


I often cry, dear Kitty, why 
Shou'd Youth in vain be ſpent ; 

In Hymer's Bands, let's join our Hands, 
And hve with each content: 

But her Reply, commands a Sigh, | 
"Tis, Damon, patient wait; | | 

Grow wiſe and mend, I'll be your Friend, 5 
And leave the reſt to Fate. ; 
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Ye Pow'rs above, who rule o'er Love, | 
Our giddy Thoughts confine; 'Þ 

My Heart wou'd her, to all prefer, | 
Wou'd ſhe be only mine: 

She thinks *tis ſtrange, that I ſhou'd range, 
I think ſhe waſtes her Charms; 

And plainly fee, we ſhan't agree, 
Till in each other's Arms. 


x” „ ww ©, 


SONG LXXVIII. 4 
Sung by Miſs Brent, at Vauxhall. i 
4 


H what Joys does Conqueſt yield, 
When returning from the Field, 


- 
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In triumphant State we ſee, 

The god-like Hero crown'd with Victory; 

Lawrel Wreaths his Head ſurrounding, 
Banners waving in the Wind; 

Fame her golden Trumpet ſounding, 
Ev*ry Voice in Chorus join'd ; 

All uniting to proclaim 

Th' immortal Honours of his Name, 


Sg ON GG: LXXIX: 
Sung at Sadlers-Wells, 


N a Primroſe Bank by a murmuring Stream, 
Paſtora ſat ſinging and I was her Theme; 
Whilſt charm'd with her Beauty behind a prec:: 
Buſh, 

J liſten'd to hear her ſwect Tale with a Bluſh : 
Of all the young Shepherds that pipe on the Recd; 
"Tis Damon alone I can fancy indeed, 

T tell him I value him not of a Ruſh; 

Yet ſurely I love him, or why do I bluſh, 

Yet ſurely I love him, or why do I bluſh. 


When I went to the Grove at the Top of a Hill, 
It was the laſt May I remember it ſtill, 


He brought me a Neſt of young Linnets quite flu 


And I the kind Preſent receiv'd with a Bluth ; 

Whenever he meets me he'll imper and ſmile ; 

I ſeem as I did not obſerve him a while, 

He offer'd to kiſs me, I gave him a Puſh, 
Why can't you be eaſy, 1cry'd with a Bluſh, 
Why can't you, &c. 


One Sunday he came to entreat me to walk, 
"Twas down in a Meadow, of Love was our Talk, 
He call'd me his deareſt, pray, Damon, be huſh; 
There's ſomebody coming, I cry'd with a oath 
ty 
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My Mother ſhe chides, when I mention the Swain; 
, Forbids me to go to the Meadow again, 
But ſure for his Sake Iwill venture a Braſh ; : 
For love him I do, I confefs with a Bluſh, 
For love him J do, I confeſs with a Bluth, 


[aus warbled the Fair, and my Heart leapt for Joy, 
ho? little ſhe thought that her Damon was nigh; 
But cnancing to ſpy me behind a green Buſh, 
Ske ended her Song and aroſe with a Bluth. 
Thus warbled the Fair, &c. 


m, 

h SONG LXXX. 

T A foewvouriie CANTAT A, 

Ne H O'll buy a Heart, Myrtilla cries, 


And throws around her wanton Eyes; 
An ealy Shape, a graceful Air, 
AF acc, like lovely ele 55 fair: 
A Pair of E yes that wound at Sight, 
And foil the Diamonds piercing Light; : 
Come hither ye that long to prove, 
The Soul inchanting Joys ot Love, 
n. Come, quick ly come, for he 
Buys, that bids the molt for me: 
But let no ſordid Wretch preſume, 
With even Cre&/us* Wealth to come, 
Nor vainly hope for Gems, or Gold, 
Such Charms as theſe can ne'er be fold; 
| So vile a Change I ſcorn to make, 
4 For Love' s the only Coin I take. 
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SONG LXXXI. 
Sung in the Shepherds Lottery. 


And revel to Night's a ful Noon: 
O ſay, will you mect me, ſweet Laſs, 

All by the clear Light of the Moon: 
My Paſhon I ſeek not to ſcreen, 

Then can I refuſe you your Boon; 
Fil meet you at twelve on the Green, 

All by the clear Light of the Moon ; 
I'll meet you at twelve on the Green, 


All by the clear Light of the Moon. 


The Nightingale perch'd on a Thorn, 

Then charms all the Plains with his Tune, 
And glad of the Abſence of Morn, 

Salutes the pale Light of the Moon: 
How ſweet is the ſeſſamin Grove, 

And ſweet are the Roſes of june; 
But ſweeter the Language of Love, 

Breath'd forth by the Light of the Moon. 
But ſweeter, &Cc. 


Too flow rolls the Chariot of Day, 

Unwilling to grant me my Boon: 
Away, envious Sunſhine, away, 

Give Place to the Light of the Moon: 
But fay, will you never deceive, 

The Laſs whom you conquer'd too ſoon, 
And leave a ſoft Maiden to grieve, 
Alone by the Light of the Moon 
And leave, &c. 


The 


HE N Fairies dance round on the Graſs, 


— 5 


aſs, 
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The Planets ſhall ſtart from their Spheres, 
E'er I prove ſo fickle a Loon; 
Believe me I'll baniſh thy Fears, 
Dear Maid, by the Light of the Moon : 
Our Loves when the Shepherds ſhall view, 
To us they their Pipes ſhall attune; 
While we our ſoft Pleaſures renew, 
Each Night by the Light of the Moon ; 
While we our ſoft Pleaſures renew, 


Each Night by the Light of the Moon, 


SONG LXXXII. 
OME Roger and Nell, come Simiin and Bell, 


Each Lad with his Laſs hither come, 
With Singing and Dancing, in Pleaſuie advancing, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home : 
"Tis Ceres bids play, and keep Holiday, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home, Harveſt Home, 
To celebrate Harveſt: Home. 


Our Labour is o'er, our Barns in full Store, 
Now ſwell with rich Gifts of the Land; 
Let each Man then take, for his Prong and his Rake, 
His Can and his Laſs in his Hand: 
For Ceres, &c. 


No Courtier can be, ſo happy as we, 
In Innocence, Paſtime, and Mirth, 
While thus we carouſe, with our Sweetheart or Spouſe, 
And rejoice o'er the Fruits of the Earth: 
When Cere, bids play, and keep Holiday, 
To celebrate Harveſt Home, Harveit Home, 
To celebrate Harveit Home, 


SONG 
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SON G LXXXIII. 


Nancy Daws ox. 


F all the Girls in our Town 
The black, the fair, the red, the bro: 
That dance, and prance it up and Cown, _ 
There's none like Nancy Daxwwyor : 
Her eaſy mein, her Shape fo neat, 
She foots, ſhe trips, ſhe looks ſo ſweet, 
Her every Motion 1s compleat, 
I die for Nancy Dawy/or. 


See how ſhe comes to give Surprize, 
With Joy and Pleaſure in hes Eyes; 
To g Ve Deli; oat ſhe always tri ES, 

80 means my Nancy Davon 
Was there no Task coblirad t the Way, 
No Spuler bold, nor Houſe ſo gay, 
A Bet of fifty Pounds I'll lay, 

That I gain'd Nancy Dawſon. 


See how the Opera taxes a Run, 
Exceeding Hamlet, Lear, or Lun, 
Though in it there would be no Fun, 
Was't not for Nancy Dazvyor : 
Tho? Beard and Brent charm ev'ry Night, 
And Female Peachum's juſtly right, 
And Filch and Lockit pleaſe the Sight, 
Tis crown'd by Nancy Dawſon. 


See little Day ftrut and puff, 
Pox on the Opera and ſuch Stuff, 
My Houſe is never full enough, 

A Curſe on Nancy Daun 


Tho 


Wherever he pen: Ely Teans, 


— — — 
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Tho? 6 & he has had his Day, 
And forc'd the Town his Laws t'obey, 
Now Johny Rich is come in Play, 


With Help cf Nancy Daauſen. 


d ON G LXXXIV. 


E. Woods and ye Moun tains unknown, 
Beneath whoſe pale Shad ois [ ſtray; 
To the Breaſt of my Charmer alone, 
"Theſe Sighs bid ſycet Echoes convey: 
AF 
By Vountain, cr Hul, or in Grove; 
Ilis Heart will en plain what he means, 
Who fir nos th f from Sorrow and Los, 


Who fings both from Sorrow and Love. 


More ſoft than the Nightingale's Song, 

Oh! waft the ſad Sound to oy Ear; - 
Or ſay, tho? divided ſo long, 

The Friend of his Boſom is near: 
Then tell him what Years of Delight, 

Then tell him what Ages of pain, 
felt white I liv'd in his Sight ; ; 

i feel 'til I fee him kan, 

feel *till I tee him again. 


SONG LXXXV. 


ROM thoſe eternal Regions bright, 
1 Where Suns that never et in Night, 
Diffuſe the golden Day ; 
Where Spring, unfading, pours around, 
O'er all the Dew impearled Ground, 
Her thouſand Colours gay, 
Her thouſand Colours gay. 
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The Meſſenger of Heav'n's high King 
I come ; and happy 'Tidings bring, 
To chear this drooping Iſle ; 
Behold; her cruel Foes are fed, 
Behold ! fair Freedom lifts the Head, 
And all her Children ſmile, 
And all her Children {mile. 


The Dawn that now unveils her Skies, 
Secs England's future Glory riſe, 
A better Age 1s born: 
Then let each Voice of ſprightly Strain 
Around, from warbling Hill and Plain, 
Hail this triumphant Morn, 
Hail this triumphant Morn. 


SONG ELXXXVT. 
JENNY the GREEN. 
Sung by Mr. Bcard. 


HILE others ftrip the new fall'n Snows, 
And ſteal it's Fragrance from the Roſe, 
To dreſs their Fancy's Queen ; 
Fain would I fing, but Words are faint, 
All Muſick's Power's too weak to paint, 


My 7cnny of the Green. 


Bencath this Elm, beſide this Stream, 

How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite Theme, 
And told my Tale unſeen; 

While faithful in the Lover's Cauſe, 

The Winds would murmur foft Applauſe, 
To Jeuny of the Green. 


With Joy my Soul reviews the Day, 
When deck'd in all the Pride of May, 
She hail'd the Sylvan Scene ; 


931 


Then ev'ry Nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 
Firſt ſtrove to catch the Grace and Eaſe 
Of Jenny of the Green, 


Then deaf to ev'ry Rival's Sigh, 
On me ſhe caſts her partial Eye, 

Nor icorn'd my K e Mien; 
The fragrant Myrtle Vreath I wear, 
That Day adorn'd gy lovely Hair 

Ot Jenn; of the Green. 


"Though all the fairy Land of Love 
I'll ſcek my pretty wand'ring Dove, 
The Pride of gay Fifteen; 
Though now ſhe treads ſome diſtant Plain, 
'F: hough far apart, I'll meet again. 
My Jaun of the Green, 


[SR 

; ; . vi 

But thou, old Time, 'till that bleſs'd Night o 

. . * Te 5 1 

That brings her back with ſpeedy Flight 144 

V , ' __ ' - — 1 f 1 

7 Melt down the Tours between; | 
, R . 

And when we meet, the Loſs repay , N. 

| N * 

On loit' ring WI ing prolong my Stay { ll 

With Jenny of the Green. | I 


SONG  IXXXVII. 


Sung in the Maſk Alfred. 
4, ; 
. WJ rh le 78, while St: chun I mourn, , 


Iso chear me your Harmony bring; 
Unleſs, ſince ny Shep herd 15 pone, 


You ccaſe, like poor Phillis, to ſing : > 
| 8 
| Each Flower declines it's ſweet Head, , 
| Nor Odours around me will throw, i 
While ev'ry ſoft Lamb on the Mead | 
Seems kindly to pity my Woe. ; 


; Lach 
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Each rural Amuſement I try, 
In vain to reſtore my paſt Eaſe ; 
What charm'd when my Sephin was by, 
Has now loſt the Power to pleaſe : 
Ye Seaſons that brighten the Grove, 
Not long for your Abſence we mourn ; 
But Stephen neglects me and Love, 
He roves, and will never return. 


As gay as the Spring is, my dear, 
And ſweet as all Flowers combin'd; 
His Smiles like the Summer can chear, 
Ah! whythen, like Winter, unkind : 
Unkind he 1s not, I can prove, 
But tender to others can be; 
To Cella and Chlie makes Love, 
And only is cruel to me. 


SON G LXXXVIII. 
RoGER and SUSAN. A Dialogue. 
dung at Ranelagh. 
He. WEET Sv/an, my deareſt, while thus th: 


art COy, 
My Life is a Burthen, my Peuce you deſtroy; 
1 have woo'd thee this Twelv ee l'm ſure 
tis an Age, 
While you keep my poor Heart like a Bird in a 
Cage, 


Like a Bird, like a Bird, like a Bird in a Cage. 


She. Pray teaze me no more, for I yet am too young, 
Beſides, I am ſure there's Deceit in your Tongue; 
Go, find out ſome other that is not afraid, 


Before I'Il be ruin'd, I'll die an old Maid. 
Before I'll be, &c, 


4 
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He, Ah! Suſan, remember not three Days ago, 
When toying with Collin, you very well know, 
How you held up your Head to grant him a Kiſs, 
Tho' he took fix for one, you ne er took it amiſs. 
Tho? he took, &C. 


cannot diſown it, yet cannot forget, 
T he pert Amaryllis, that little Coquet ; 
When you prelt her Hand cloſe, I was not fo 
blind, 
As not to perceive I was out of your Mind. 
As not tO, &c. 


. Let's leave off this Wrangling, my pretty ſweet 
Sue 5 
I ſwear, by the Heavens, I've always been true; 
Come give me your Hand, and I prithee be juatt, 
Confeſs that you love me, you thall, and you 
MU! 3 
Confeſs that you, &c. 


O Roger! yes Roger“ I'll confeſs unto thee, 
It 1s you fill my Thoughts wherever Jou be; 

if own l' ve been cruel, and cannot refuſe, 

Jo lend thee my Hand for to faſten the Nooſe. 
To lend thee, &c. 


Both. And now, my dear Pager, to Church let us go, 


And haſten thoſe Joys * for ever ſhall flaw : . 

kind Hymca, defer 1d us from Jealouſy's Sting, 
Andeach coming Day ſhall new Pleaſures bring, 
And each coming Day ſhall new Pleaſures bring. 


SONG 
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SONG LXXXIX. 
Sung by Mrs. Cibber in the Oracle. 


OULD you with her you love be ble?, 
Ye Lovers, theſe Inſtructions mind, It 

Conceal the Paſſion in your Breaſt, 8 

Be dumb, inſenſible and blind: 
But when with gentle Looks you meet, 

And ice the artleſs Bluſhes riſe, \ 
Be filent, loving, and diſcreet ; \ 

The Oracle no more implies. 


— — 


When once you prove the Maid ſincere, 
Where Virtue is with Beauty join'd; 
Then boldly like yourſelves appear, 
No more inſenſible, or blind: 
Pour forth the Tranſports of your Heart, 
And ſpeak your Soul without Di/guule ; 
"Tis Fondneſs, Fondneſs, muſt impart, 
The Oracle no more implies. 


Tho' pleaſing, fatal is the Snare, 
That ftill entraps all Womankind ; 

Ladies, beware, be wiſe, take care. 
Be deaf, inſenſible and blind: 

But ſhou'd me fond deſerving Youth, 
Agree to join in Hymen's Ties; ; 

Be tender, conftant, crown his 'Truth, 
The Oracle no more implies. 


ON. 
Sung at the Maſk of Alfred. 
Youth adorn'd with ev'ry Art, 
To warm and win the coldeſt Heart, 
In ſecret mine poſſeſt, 
In ſecret mine poſſeſt: 


The 


le? 


( 97 ] 
The Morning Bud that faueſt blows, 
'The vernal Oak that ftraiteſt grows, 
His Face and Shape expreſt; 
His Face and Shape expreſt. 


In moving Sounds he told his Tale, 
Soft as the Sighings of the Gale, 
Tnat wakes the flow'ry Year, 
That wakes, &c. 
What wonder he could charm with Eaſe, 
Whom happy Nature form'd to pleaſe ; 
Whom Love had made ſincere, 
Whom Love, &c. 


At Morn he left me fought and fell, 
The fatal Ev'ning heard his Kncll, 
And ſaw the Tears I ſhed, 
And ſaw the Tears I ſhed , 
Tears that muſt ever, ever fall ; 
For ah! no Sighs the palt recall ; 
No Cries awake the dead, 
No Cries awake the dead. 


SONG ACE: 
In the Maſk of Alfred, 


E'VE fought, we have conquer'd, and Eng- 
land once more, 

Shall flouriſh in Fame, as ſhe flouriſh'd before; 
Our Fears all are fled, with our Enemies lain, 
Cou'd they riſe up anew, we would ſlay them again 
-ou'd they riſe up anew, we wou'd ſlay them again. 


His Monarch to ſerve, or to do himſelf right, 

No Engliſhman yet, ever flinch'd from the Fight; 

For why ! Neighbours all, we are free as the King, 

Tis that makes us brave, and tis that makes us ſing; 

Tis tha tmakes us brave, and *tis that makes us o g. 
F ut 
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Our Prince too, for this, may be thankful to Fate 
It is in our Freedom, he finds himſelf great: 
No Force can be wanting, nor meaner Court Art 
He's Maſter of all, who will reign in our Heart: 
He's Matter of all, who will reign in our Hearts, 


Should Rebels within, or ſhall Foes from without. 
Bring the Crown on his Head, orhis Honour in dou); 
We are ready ſtill ready—and boldly foretell, 
That Conqueſt ſhall ever with Liberty dwell, 
That Conqueſt ſhall ever with Liberty dwell. 


And now bring us forth, as the Crown of our Labou: 
Much Wine, and good Cheer, with the Pipe a 
the Tabor: 
Let our Nymphs all be kind, and our Shepherd; þ 
ay, 
For England, Old England, 15 happy to day, 
For England, Old England, 15 happy to day. 


| 


SON. G XClI. 
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He ſaw his lovely He paſſing by; 
In Duſt-Cart high advanc'd, the Nymph was plac'd 
With the rich Cinders round her lovely Waiſt ; 
Tom with uplifted Hands th' Occaſion bleſt; 
And thus, in ſoothing Strains, the Maid addreſt. 


A1k. 


O Sylvia, while you drive your Cart, 
To pick up Duſt, you ſteal our Hearts, 
You take up Duſt, and ſteal our Hearts: 


= * i —— . * 
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8 tinl' ring Tom thro? Streets his Trade did cr 
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to Fate That mine is gone, alas! is true, 

b: And dwells among the Duſt with you, 

5 Art And dwells among the Duſt with you: 
lcart; Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my Pain; 

Hearts, Give me my Heart you ſtole again; 

1 Give me my Heart, out of your Cart; 

r Give me my Heart you ſtole again. 

** RECITATIVE. 

I Sylvia, advanc'd above the Rabble Rout, 


Exulting roll'd her ſparkling Eyes about; 

Labo She heav'd her ſwelling Breaſt, as black as Sloe, 
s And look'd Diſdain on little Folks below: 

To Tom ſhe nodded, as the Cart drew on, 

erd; And then reſolv'd to ſpeak, the cry'd, ſtop John. 


AlR. 


Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 

Be by a paltry Crowd oppreſt; 
Ambition now my Soul does fire, 

The Youths ſhall languiſh and admire ; 
And ev'ry Girl with anxious Heart 
Shall long to ride in my Duſt-Cart : 
And ev'ry Girl with anxious Heart 


Shall long to ride in my Duſt-Cart. 


SONG  XCIIL 
Dur. 
Ser by Mr. Handel, Sung by Mr. Beard and Miſs 
eſt. Young. 
| 7 HEN Phoebus the Tops of the Hills does 
/ adorn, 
How ſweet is the Sound of the echoing Horn; 
When the antling Stag is rouz'd with the Sound, 
Tha Erecting his Ears nimbly ſweeps o'er the Ground; 
y © | F.2 And 
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And thinks he has left us behind on the Plain, , 
| But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of the | 
| glorious Game : T 


O ſee, how again, he rears up his Head, 

| And winged with Fear, he redoubles his Speed: 7 

But oh! is in vain that he flies, 'Tis 

That his Eyes loſe the Huntſman, his Ears loſe the 
Cries : 

For now his Strength fails him he heavily flies, 

And he pants 'till with well- icented Hounds fur. 

rounded he dies. 


SONG XCIV. 


Sung in the Country Laſſes. 
HEN the Roſe is in Bud, and blue Vi let: 


blow, 
And the Birds fing us Love-Songs on ev'ry Bough; 
When Cowſlips and Daiſies, wy Daffodils ad, 
Adorning, perfumin „the flowery Mead: £ 
Our cleanly Milk-pail, 
Is fill'd with brown Ale; 
Our 'Table, our Table's the Graſs : 
There we fit and we ſing, | 
And we dance in a Ring, | 
And ev'ry Lad has his Laſs ; | 
There we fit and we ling, and we dance in a Ring, | 
And ev'ry Lad, ev'ry Lad has his Laſs. 


When without the Plough the fat Oxen do low, 
The Lads and the Laſſes a Sheep-ſhearing go; 
Our Shepherd ſhears his jolly, jolly Fleece, 
How much richer than that, which they ſay was in 
Greece: 
Tis 
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ain, "Tis our Cloth, and our Food, 
v Of thil And our politic Blood; 
Tis the Seat which our Nobles al: fit on; 
*Tis a Mine above Ground, 
Where our Treaſure's all found, 
pecd: *Tis the Gold, and the Silver of Britain; 
Tis a Mine above Ground, where our Ieaſure's 
all found, 
Tie the Gold, and the Silver of Braain, 


loſe the 


jes, 
ds ſur. ONO. Xe. 


In the Oratorio of Suſanna, 


A SK if yon Damaſk Roſe is ſweet 
That ſcents the ambient Air; 

Then aſk each Shepherd that you meet, 
VYTlers | If dear Suſanna®s fair, 


| F Say, will the Vulture quit his Prey, 
ough, And warble thro? the Grove ; 

; Bid wanton Linnets quit the Spray, 
f Then doubt thy Shepherd's Love. 


| The Spoils of War let Heroes ſhare, 
Let Pride in Splendor ſhine ; 

Ye Bards unenvied Laurels wear, 
Be fair Szſanna mine. 


Ning, SON G XCVI. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


| ? OW blithe was I each Morn to ſee, 
; My Swain come o'er the Hill; 
= He leap'd the Brook, and flew to me, 
I met him with good Will: 
"Tis F 3 I neither 
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I neither wanted Ewe nor Lamb, 
When his Flocks near me lay ; 
He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 
And chear'd me all the Day. 
Oh! the Broom, the bonny Broom, 
Where loſt was my Repoſe, 
I wiſh I was with my dear Swain 
With his Pipe and my Ewes. 


He tun'd his Pipe and Recd fo ſweet, 
The Birds ſtood liſt'ning by; 

The fleecy Flock ſtood ſtill and gaz'd, 
Charm'd with his Melody: 

While thus we ſpent our Time by turns, 
Betwixt our Flocks and Play, 

I envy'd not the faireſt Dame, 
Tho? e'er ſo rich and gay. 

Oh! the Broom, &. 


He did oblige me ev'ry Hour, 
Cou'd I but faithful be; 
He ſtole my Heart, cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me: 
Hard Fate that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt Swain 
That ever yet was born, 
Oh ! the Broom, the bonny Broom, 
Vnere loſt was my Repole, 
I with I was with my dear Swain, 
With his Pipe and my Ewes. 


SON 


1 
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SON G XCVII. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


URE Sally is the lovelieſt Laſs, 
That e'er gave Shepherd Glee : 
Not May-Day in it's Morning Dreſs, 
Is half ſo fair as ſhe: 
Let Poets paint the Paphian Queen, 
And fancied Forms adore ; 
Ye Bards had ye my Sally ſcen, 
You'd think on thoſe no more. 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's Hill, 
Where Bees their Honey ſip, 

Did ye but know the Sweets that dwell 
On Sally's love-taught Lip: 

But, ah ! take heed ye tuneful Swains, 
The ripe Temptation ſhun ; 

Or elſe like me you'll wear her Chains, 
Like me you'll be undone, 


Once in my Cot ſecure I ſlept, 
And Lark-like hail'd the Morn ; 

More ſportive than the Kid I kept, 
I wanton'd o'er the Lawn : 

To ev'ry Maid Love-tales I told, 
And did my Truth aver; 

Yet e'er the parting Kiſs was cold 
I laygh'd at Love and Her. 


But now the gloomy Grove I ſeek, 
Where love-lorn Shepherds {tray ; 
There to the Winds my Grief I ſpeak, 
And ſigh my Soul away : 

F 4 


Nought 
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Nought but Deſpair my Fancy paints, 
No Dawn of Hope I ſee : 
For Sally's pleas'd with my Complaints, 
And laughs at Love and me. 


Since theſe my poor neglected Lambs, 
So late my only Care, 

Have loſt their tender fleecy Dams, 
And ſtray'd I know not Where: 

Alas! my Ewes, in vain ye bleat; 
My Lambkins loſt, adieu; 

No more we on the Plains ſhall mect, 
For loſt's your Shepherd too, 


SONG XCVIII. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall. 
SSSI T me ev'ry tuneful Bard, 
Oh, lend me all your Skill, 
In choĩceſt Lays, that I may praiſe, 
Dear Nanny of the Hill, 


Sweet Nanny, dear Nanny, 
Sweet Nanny of the Hill. 


How gay the glitt'ring Beam of Morn, 
That gilds the cryſtal Rill ; 

But far more bright than Morning Light, 
Shines Nanny of the Hill, 
Dear Nanny, ſhines Nanny, 
Dear Nexny of the Hill. 


The gayeſt Flow'r ſo fair of late, 
The Ev'ning Damps will kill, 
But ev'ry Day, more freſh and gay, 
Blooms Nanny of the Hill, 
Sweet Nanny, blooms Nanny, 
Sweet Nanny of the Hill. 


105 
Old Time arreſts his rapid Flight, 
And keeps his Motion fill, 
Reſolv'd to ſpare, a Face ſo fair, 
3; As Nanny's of the Hill, 
Dear Nanny's, ſweet Nanny's, 
Dear Nanny's of the Hill. 


To form mv Charmer, Nature has 
Exerted all her Skill, 

Wit, Beauty, Truth, and roſy Vouth, 
Deck Nanny of the Hill, 
Deck Nanu, ſweet Nanny, 


Dear Nazxy of the Hill. 


And now around the feſtive Board 
The jovial Bumpers fill, 

Each take his Glaſs to my dear Lats, 
Sweet Nanu of the Hill, 
Dear Naum, ſweet Nanny, 


Dear Nanny of the Hill. 
| SG NG X&CI&X. 


4 Surg at Ranelagh. 


| LEXIS, a Shepherd young, conſtant and kind, 
| Has often declar'd I'm the Nymph to his 
Mind ; 
think he's fincere, and he will not deceive, 
But they tell me a Maid ſhould with Caution believe, 


k He brought me this Roſe that you ſee in my Breaſt, 
He beg'd me to take it, and ſigh'd out the reſt; 

I cou'd not do lets than the Favour receive, 

And he thinks it now fwecter I really believe. 


This Flowret, he cry'd, reads a Leſſon to you, 
How bright and how lovely it ſeems to the View; 
K Twaeu'd 
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*Twould fade if not pluck'd, as your Senſe mult 1 


conceive, 5s . 

I was forc'd to deny what I really believe. . 

NOT 

My Flocks he attends ; if they ſtray from the Plain, _ 
Alexis is ſure ev'ry Sheep to regain ; ; 


Then begs a dear Kiſs, for his Labour ['ll give, 
And I ne'er ſhall refuſe him I really believe. 


He plays on his Pipe while he watches my Eyes, 
To read the ſoit Wiſhes we're taught to diſguiſe 


| And tells me ſweet Stories from Morning to Ev e, 
| Then he {wears that he loves, which ] really belicve. 


| An old Maid I once was determin'd to die, 
| But that was before I'd this Sv-ain in my Eye ; 


And as foon as he aſks me his Pain to relieve, 


With Joy I ſhall wed him I really beheve. 


6 ON is . 


Lung at Sadlers-Wells. 


S t'other Day o'er the green Meadow I paſt, 
l A Swain overtook me, and held my H 14 faſt; 
Then cry'd, my dear Lucy, thou Cauſe of my Care, 
How long muſt thy faithful young Thyr/is deſpair ; ; 

To crown my ſoft Wiſhes, no longer - be ſhy ; 


But frowning, I anſwer'd, oh fie, Shepherd, fic. 


He told me his Paſſion, like Time ſhould endure, 
That Beauty, which kindled his Flame would ſecure ; 
That all my ſweet Charms were for Pleaſure deſign'd, 
And Youth was the Seaſon to love and be kind: 
Lord what cou'd I ſay! I cou'd hardly deny, 

But faintly I utter'd, oh ſe, Shepherd, fie. 
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He ſwore with a Kiſs that he wou'd not refrain, 
told him 'twas rude, but he kiſt'd me again; 
My Conduct, ye fair ones, in Queſtion ne'er call, 
Nor think I did wrong, I did nothing at all: 
Reſolv'd to reſiſt, yet inclin'd to comply, 

Now gueſs, if I ſtill faid, oh fe, Shepherd, fie. 


. 
Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, 
Dawn of Hope my Soul revives, 
And beniſies Deſpair; 
If yet my de eſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye Gods, your Care. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy Shades of Night, 
My tender Grief remove; 

Oh ſend ſome chearing Ray of Light, 
And guide me to my Love. 


Thus in a ſecret friendly Shade, 
The penſive Celia mourn'd ; 

While courteous Echo lent her Aid, 
And Sigh for Sigh return'd, 


When, ſudden, Damor's well-known Face, 
Each rifing Fear diſarm'd, 

He eager ſprings to her Embrace, 
She ſinks into his Arms. 


SONG CI. 
Y Maſon's Art th' aſpiring Dome 


In various Columns ſhall ariſe, 
All Climates are their native Home, 
Their godlike Actions reach the Skies: 
Heroes and Kings revere their Name, 
And Poets ſing their laſting Fame. 
6 Great, 
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Great, generous, virtuous, good and brave, 
Are Titles they moſt juſtly elaim; 
Their Deeds ſhall live beyond the Grave, 
And ev'ry Age their Fame proclaim : 
Time ſhall their glorious Acts inroll, 
And Love with Friendſhip charm the Soul. 


Thus mighty eaſtern Kings, and ſome 
Of .{5ram's Race, and Monarchs good, 

Of Egypt, Syria, Greece, and Rome, 
True Architecture underſtgod: 

No wonder then if Maſons din 
To celebrate thoſe Maſon Kings, 

With ſolemn Note, and flowing Wine, 
Wzhilſt ev'ry Brother jointly ſings. 


CHORUS. 


Who can unfold the royal Art, 
Or ſing its Secrets in a Song? 
They're ſafely kept in Maſon's Heart, 
And to the ancient Lodge belong. 


$6 0 N ©: en. 
Set by Dr. Arne. The Words by Mr. Moore. 


OW bleft has my Time been ! what Days 
have I known, 
Since Wedlock's ſoft R made 7% my own ! 
So joyful my Heart is, ſo eaſy my Chain, 
That Freedom is tafteleſs, and roving a Pain. 
That Freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a Pain. 


'Thro*'Walks grown with Woodbines, as often we ſtray, 
Around us, our Boys and Girls frolick and play; 
How pleaſing their Sport is, the wanton ones ſee, 
And borrow their Looks from my 7e/j and me, 

And borrow, &c. 


To 
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You ſaw thro? that Silence which others deſpiſe, 
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To try her ſweet 1 oft'times am I feen, 
In Revels all Day with the Nymphs of the Green; 
Tho' painful my Abſence, my Doubts ſhe beguiles, 
And meets meat Night with Complianceand Smiles, 
And meets, &Cc. 


What though on her Cheeks the Roſe loſes it's Hue, 

Her Eaſe and good Humour bloom all the Year 
through : 

Time ſtill, as he flies, adds increaſe to her Truth, 

And gives to her Mind what he ſteals from her Youth, 

And gives, &c. 


Ye Shepherds ſo gay, who make Love to inſnare, 
And cheat with falſe Vows the too credulous Fair; 
In Search of true Pleaſure, how vainly you roam ? 
To hold it {for Life, you mult find it at Home; 

Jo hold it for Life, you mult find it at Home. 


SO MO (CIV; 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


H ! how could I venture to love one like thee, 
Or thou not deſpiſe a poor Conqueſt like me? 
Or thou not deipiſe a poor Conqueſt like me : J. 
On Lords, thy Admirers, could'ſt look with Diſdain, j 
And tho? I was nothing, yet pity my Pain, | 
And tho? I was nothing, yet pity my Pain. 


You ſaid, while they teaz'd you with Nonſenſe and 
Dreſs, . 

When real the Paſſion, the Vanity's leſs : 

When real, &c. | 


And, while Beaux weretalking, read Lovein my Eyes, 
And, while, &c. ob 
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Oh ! when ſhall I fold you, and kiſs all your Charms, 
Till, fainting with Pleaſure, I dic in your Arms, 
Till, fainting, &c. 
Thro' all the wild Tranſports of Extacy toſt, 
Till ſinking together, together we're loſt, 
Till ſinking, &c. 


Oh! where is the Maid that like thee ne'er can cloy, 
Whoſe Wit can enliven the dull Pauſe of Toy, 
Whole Wit, &c. 

And when the ſhort Tranſports are all at an End, 
From beautiful Miſtreſs turn ſenſible Friend, 

From beautiful, &c. 


In vain could I praiſe you or frive to reveal, 
Too nice for Expreſſion, what only we feel; 

Too mice, &c. 

In al! that you do, in each Look and each Mein, 
The Graces in waiting adorn you unſeen ; 


The Graces, &c. 


When I fee you, I love you, but hearing adore, 

J wonder, and think you a Woman no more; 

] wonder, &c. 

Til mad with admiring, I cannot contain, 
And, kifling thoſe Lips, you grow Woman again; 
And, kifling, &c. 


With thee in my Boſom, how can I deſpair ? 
Pl gaze on thy Beauty, and look away Care; 
I'll gaze, &c. 

Pl ak thy Advice when with Trouble oppreſt, 
Which never di{pleaſes, yet alweys is beſt ; 
Which never, &c. | 


In 
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In all that T write, I'll thy Judgment require, 

Thy Taſte ſhall correct what thy Love did inſpire; 
Thy Taſte, &c. 

P' kiſs thee, and preſs thee, *till Youth is all o'er, 
And then live on Friendſhip, when Paſſion's no more; 
And then live on Friendſhip, when Paſſion's no more; 


SO. NO eu. 
Sung at Sadlers-Wells. 


JO {weet was young Damon, ſo gentle his Look, 
New Pleaſures my Fancy inſenſibly took, 
New Pleaſures my Fancy inſenfibly took : 
His Voice too, like Muſick, oft dwelt in my Ear; 
But little I thought any Danger was near, 
But little I thought any Danger was near. 


He preſs d my Hand hard, but it gave me no Pain, 
He kiſo'd, and | ſigh'd, 'till he kifs'd me again, 

He we. &c. 

Such balmy ſweet Kiſſes, what Maiden could bear, 
I never once dreamt any Danger was near; 

I never, &c. 


His Hand on my Boſom he'd carele \sly lay, 

And {wear all the while he meant nothing but Play, 
And ſwear, &c. 

So I let him play on, *till no more J could bear, 
Till then, I ne'er dreamt any Danger was near, 
Till then, &c. 


Such toying and playing ſo ſtole on my Heart, 

I ſound in his Tranſports my Boſom took part, 

I found in his Tranſports my Boſom took part: 

Beware then, ye Virgins, if Damon appear, 

For Prudence comes late, when your Dangers ſo near, 

For Prudence comes late, when your Danger's ſo near. 
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SONG Cl. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


INCE Jenny thinks it mean her Love to deny, 
And Peggy's uneafy when Harry's not by; 
q willown, without bluſhing, were all the World by, 
That Will's the Lad, the Lad for me, 
That Willy's the Lad, the Lad for me. 


He brought me a Wreath which his Hand did com- 
ole, 
Wherethedale- loving Lally was twin'd with the Roſe; 
Tn . in Spri 45 did the Border incloſe. 
's the Lad, the Lad for me, 
And Wil. will 's &c. 


B rtle, ſaid he, is my Paſſion expreſs'd, 
The e Roſe like your Lips, in Vermillion is dreſt, 
And the Lilly for Whiteneſs would vie with your 
Breait. 
And W'lly's the Lad, the Lad for me, 
And Will's, &c. 


Theſe Ribbands of mine were his Gifts at the Fair, 
My Mother look'd croſs, and cry'd Fanny, beware, 
But d'ye think I regard her? not I, I declare, 

And Will's the Lad, the Lad for me, 

And Willys, &c. 


Beneath a tall Beach, and reclin'd on his Crook, 
I ſaw my young She herd, how ſweet was his Look 
He aſk'd for one Kils, but a hundred he took. 
And Will's the Lad, the Lad for me, 
And Wilh's, &c. 
Then 


ar 
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Then what can I do, inſtruct me, ye Maids, 
When a Lover ſo kindly, ſo warmly invades, 
Whoſe Silence as much as his Language perſuades :; 
And Willy's the Lad, the Lad for me, 
And Willys the Lad, the Lad for me. 


He. 


She. 


SONG Cuil. 
Sang at Vauxhall. 


O ME, come, my dear Nymph, now all 
Nature looks gay, 
Now Birds fweetly whiſtle, and Lambs ſweetly 
lay ; | 
To yonder cool Shade let us quickly retire 
And taſte all the Pleaſures that Love can in- 
ſpire, 
And taſte all the Pleaſures that Love can in- 
ſpire. 


Good Sir, not ſo haſty, we innocent Maids, 
Too oft are deceiv'd by you arch London Blades 
How many poor Damſels deluded by you, 
Are forc'd ever after, their Folly to rue, 

Are forc'd, &c. 


He. Oh think not, my faireſt, ſo meanly of me, 


She. 


No Harm on my Honour, ſhall happen to thee; 

Here's Gold that buys all Things, and Silver 
in Store, 

And when that is gone I'll ſupply thee with more, 

And when, &c. 


I'll truſt not your Honour, your Gold I deſpiſe, 
My Virtue, above all Temptations, I prize; 
Tho' por] am honeſt, I'm not to be fold, 
So pray take away yourſelf and your Gold, 
So pray, &c. 

He. 
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He. I'll take thee to London, and deck thee ſo fine, 

That thou ſhalt the greateſt of Ladies outſhine 

And ride in thy Coach to the Park and the Play, 

All glitt'ring with Diamonds, out ſparkling 
the Day, 

All glitt'ring, &c. 


She. No, Sir, I abhor ſuch a ſcandalous Life, 


I'll be no Mortal's Miſs, but ſome honeft Man's 
Wile; 

So pray, Sir, return to the Place whence you 
came, 

For I'll ne'er buy my Pride at the Price of my 
Fame, 

For Pl ne'er buy my Pride at the Price of my 
Fame. 


SONG CVIII. 
Sung at Sadlers-Wells. 


HEN I liv'd in my Grandmother's Cot, 
What a happy young Damſel was I; 

Each Day we'd the Spit or the Pot, 

With Plenty of Pudding and Pye: 
I'd a Horſe that cou'd amble and trot, 

And good Neighbours to viſit hard by; 
Yet I wanted, I cou'd not tell what, 

And I ſigh'd, but I cou'd not tell why, 

Iſigh'd, Iſigh'd, Iſigh'd, but cou'd not tell why. 


My Daddy he bought me a Knot, 
With a Fan, — a new-faſhion'd Fly; 
A Pair of filk Shoes too I got, | 
To wear when the Weather was dry: 


Yet 


[ 115. ] 


Yet to pine all the Day was my Lot, 
And in Bed ever reſtleſs to lie, 


ForT wanted, — I could not tell what, 


And I figh'd, — but I cou'd not tell why, 
And I ſigh'd, —but I cou'd not tell why. * 


For Counſel I car'd not a Tot, 

Reſolv'd ſome new Project to try; 
And I thought I ſhould die on the Spot, 

If a pretty young Fellow paſs'd by: 
At laſt a briſk Huſband I got, 

Twas the Man had long in my Eye: 
He gave me I muſt not tell what, 

And I love him, -I need not tell why, 

And I love him, -I need not tell why. 


8 ON. en. 
Sung in Comus. 
RECITATIVE. 


"OW gentle was my Damon's Air, 

: Like ſunny Beams his golden Haar ; 
» His Voice was like the Nightingale's, 

More ſweet his Breath than flow'ry Vales: 

How hard ſuch Beauties to reſign, 

And yet that cruel Taſk is mine; 

How hard ſuch Beauties to reſign, 

And yet that cruel Taſk is mine. 


A1R. 
On ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Grove, 
Along the Margin of each Stream 
Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love, 
I moura and Damon is my Theme: 


The Hills, the Groves, the Streams remain, 


But Damon there J ſeek in vain, 
The Hills, &c. 


From 
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From Hill, from Dale, each Charm is fled, 
Groves, Flocks, and Fountains pleaſe ne 
more, 
Each Flow'r in Pity droops it's Head, 
All Nature does my Lofs deplore : 
All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 
Yet Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain, 
All, all, &c. 9, 


Now to the moſſy Cave I fly, 
Where to my Swain I oft have ſung ; 
Well pleas'd the browſing Goats to ſpy, 
As ofer the airy Steep they hung: 
The moſſy Cave, the Goats remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 
But Damon, &c. 


Now thro? the winding Vale I paſs, 
And ſigh to ſee the well-known Shade; 
I weep and kiſs the bended Graſs, 
Where Love and Damon fondly play'd : 
The Vale, the Shade, the Graſs remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain ; 
'The Vale, the Shade, the Graſs remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


ONO e. 
Damon and SYLvia. A Dialogue. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


EAR Sylvia, no longer my Paſſion deſpiſe, 
Nor arm thus with Terror, thoſe beauti- 
ful Eyes, 
Nor arm thus with Terror thoſe beautiful Eyes : 
They 


ſe ne 
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They become not Diſdain, but moſt charming 
would prove, 


If once they were ſoften'd with Smiles and with 


Love, 


If once they were ſoften'd with Smiles and with 
Love. 


She. While I with a Smile can each Shepherd ſubdue, 
Oh Damon I muſt not be ſoften'd by you, 
Oh Damon, &c. 
Nor fondly give up in an unguarded Hour, 
The Pride of us Women, unlimited Pow'r. 
The Pride, &c. 


He. Tho' Power, my Dear, be to Deities giv'n, 
Vet generous Pity's the Darling of Heav'n, 
Yet generous, &C. 
Oh then be that Pity extended to me, 


I'll kneel and acknowledge no Goddeſs but thee. 
Pl kneel, &c. 


She. Suppoſe to your Suit I ſhould liſten awhile, 
And only for Pity's Sake grant you a Smile, 
And only, &c. | 

He. Nay ſtop not at that, but your Kindneſs improve, 


And let gentle Pity be ripen'd to Love. 
And let, &c. 


She. Well then, faithful Swain, I'll examine my 
Heart, 


And if it be poſſible, grant you a Part, 
And if, &c. 


He, Now that's like yourſelf, like an Angel expreſs'd; 
For grant me but Part, and P11 ſoon ſteal the reſt. 
For grant, &c. 


Both. 
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Both. Take heed, ye fair Maids, and with Caution 
| believe, 
For Love's an Intruder, and apt to deceive, 
For Love's an Intruder, and apt to deceive; 
When 3 leaſt Part the ſly Urchin has 
ain'd, 
You'll ne'er be at Eaſe *till the whole is ob- 
tain'd, 
You'll ne'er be at Eaſe *till the whole is ob- 
tain'd, 


SON G CXI. 
Sung at Sadlers-Wells. | 
OUNG S:rephon a Shepherd, the Pride of tlie 


Plain, 
Each Day is attempting my Kindneſs to gain: 
He takes all Occaſions his Flame to renew ; 
J always reply, that his Courting wan't do. 


He ſpares no rich Preſents to make me more kind, 
And exhauſts in my Praiſe all the Wit of his Mind; 
I fay Pm engag'd, and | wiſh him to go, 

He aſks me ſo oft, *till J rudely ſay no. 


To Thyr/is, laſt Valentine's Day, the dear Youth, 
I tell him I phghted my Faith and my Truth; 
That Wealth cannot Peace and Contentment beſtow, 
And my Heart 1s another's, ſo beg he will go. 


That Love is not purchas'd with Titles and Gold, 

And the Heart that is honeſt can never be ſold : 

That Iſigh not for Grandeur, but look down on Shew ; 
And to 2h %s mult haſten, nor anſwer him no. 


He hears me, and trembling all over, replies, 
If his Suit I prefer not, he inſtantly dies; 
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He gives me his Hand, and would force me to go; i | 
I pity his Suff' ring, but boldly ſay no. ? 


T try to avoid him in Hopes of ſweet Peace, =. 
He haunts me each Moment to make me ſay, yes; 1 

But, to-morrow, ye fair Ones, with Thyr/is I go, 
And truſt me, at Church, that I will not ſay, no. 


SONG CXII. | q 
Sung iu the Merchant of Venice. 


O keep my gentle 7%, 
What Labour wou'd ſeem hard ; 
Each toilſome Taſk how eaſy, 
Her Love the ſweet Reward, 1 
Her Love the ſweet Reward. [+ 


— © 
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of * 


The Bee thus uncomplaining, k 
Eſteems no Toil ſevere ; ; 
The ſweet Reward obtaining, | 
Of Honey all the Year, l 
Of Honey all the Year. 


8 ON G: CANT. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


HO has e'er been at Baladocłk muſt needs 
know the Mill, 
At the Sign of the Horſe at the Foot of the Hill; 
Where the grave and the gay, the Clown and the Beau, | 
Without all Diſtinction promiſcuouſly go; i 
Where the grave and the gay, the Clown and the Beau, 
Without all Diſtinction promiſcuouſly go. 


This Man of che Mill has a Daughter ſo fair, 


Wich ſo pleaſing a Shape, and ſo Winning an any 
at 
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That once on the ever-green Bank as I ſtood, 
I'd ſwore ſhe was Yenus juſt ſprung from the Flood, 
That once, &c. 


But looking again I perceiv'd my Miſtake, 

For Venus, tho fair, has the Looks of a Rake; 
While nothing but Virtue, and Modeſty fill, 

The more beautiful Looks of the Laſs of the Mill. 
While nothing, &c. 


8 
I 
\ 
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Prometheus ſtole Fire, as the Poets all ſay, = I. 
To enliven that Maſs which he modell'd of Clay 
Had Polly been with him, the Beams of her Eyes 
Had ſav'd him the Trouble of robbing the Skies. 
Had Polly, &c. 


Since firſt I beheld the dear Laſs of the Mill, 

I can never be quiet; but do what I will, | 
All Day and all Night, I ſigh and think ſtill 7 
I ſhall die, if I have not the Laſs of the Mill: l 
All Day and all Night, I figh and think ſtill J 
J ſhall die, if I have not the Laſs of the Mill. 


SONG CXIV. 
Sung at Sadlers-Wells. 


P RING returns, the Fawns advance, 
2 on the ſprightly Dance; | 
O'er the Fallow, o'er the Glade, | 
Thro' the Sunſhine, thro? the Shade; 
Whilſt I forlorn, and penſive ſtill, 
Sit ſighing for my Daffodil. 


See the wanton Nymphs appear, 
Smiling all, as ſmiles the Year; 


Sporting, 


00d, 


En 


Sporting, print where'er they tread, 
Daiſie Ground, or Primroſe Bed; 
Whilſt 1 forlorn, &c. 


Now the Swain with wat'ry Shoe, 
Bruſhes by the Morning Dew; 
With officious Love to bear, 
Freſh-blown Cowſlips to his Fair; 
Whilſt I forlorn, &c. 


Gentle Nymphs, forſake the Mead, 
To my Love for Pity plead ; 

Go, ye Swains, and ſeek the Fair, 
This my Jaſt Petition bear ; 
Whilſt J forlorn, &c. 


Sweeteſt Maid, that e'er was ſeen, 
Dance at Wake, or trip the Green ; 
See a Love-ſick ſighting Swain, 
Hear my Vows, relieve my Pain ; 
Or your Frowns for Pity kill; 

Too charming, cruel, Daffodil. 


SONG CXV. 
A CanTaTa. Sung at Marybone. 
RECciTATIVTE, 


LEORA fat beneath a Shade, 
Her wanton Flocks forgot to play; 
Then liſten to the lovely Maid, 
Whilſt thus ſhe mourns her Shepherd's Stay. 


AIR. 


Sure Time and Love are both aſleep, 
Or Dorus „ould his Promiſe keep; 
Haſte, gentle Shepherd, hither move, 
And we'll awake both Time and Love. 
(3 RECITATIVE. 
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He cz 
RECITATIVE, To 
Dorus wing'd with ſwift Deſire, Yet ri 


Came haſt'niag o'er the neighb'ring Plain He 
Approaching Joys the Maid inſpire, 


And thus ſhe meets her panting Swain, Ih 5 
AIX. FRY 


Fly Care and Anguiſh far away, 
While Pleaſures bleſs this happy Day; 
Let ev'ry Shepherd joyful be, 

And ev'ry Pair as bleſt as we. 


S. ON G. XVI. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


E LL, if I continue but in the ſame Min 
I never ſhall wed I proteſt ; 
There's ſomething ſo ſhocking in all the male Kin 
That bad my "Thoughts picture the beſt. 


Thy Nymphs think it ſtrange 1 ſhou'd be annoy' 
By Man, who was meant for my good; 
But what's in one's Nature one cannot avoid, 


I'd be in the Mode if I could. 


'The Shepherds all wonder that from them I fly, | 
Tf ſeen o'er the Plain as I go; 

Why till let them wonder at Diſtance, ſay I, 
The Men ſhou'd be always kept ſo. 


Young Collin declares my Averſion's a Joke, 
And thinks in my Heart to ſucceed ; | 

For Woman, he ſays, never thought as ſhe ſpoke 
He's mighty obliging indeed, 


L 1231 
He caught me juſt now, and it came in his Head 
To kiſs me, but from him ] tore: 
Yet really believe, had he done as he ſaid, 
He cou'd not have frighted me more, 


lain 


[ hope that ſuch Freedoms he'll ne'er again uſe; 50 
My fixt Reſolution to try; Pi} 

For oh, I'm quite certain [ ſhall not refuſe, | 
Good lack ! I mean ſhall not comply. 


”  — — 


SONG CXVII. 


5 * 4 2 —— 
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For the FREE MASON S. 


N, on, my dear Brethren, 
Purſue the great Lecture, 
And refine on the Rules 
Of old Architecture: 


a 
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Min High Honour to Maſons 1 
The Craft daily brings, | 
Kin To thoſe Brothers of Princes, ö 


And Fellows of Kings. 


oy We drove the rude Vandals 
And Geths off the Stage, 
And reviv'd the old Arts 
Of Auguſtus? fam'd Age; 
And Veſpaſian deſtroy'd the 
Ys | Vaſt 'Temple in vain, 
Since ſo many now riſe 
Under Montagu's Reign. 


The noble Five Orders, 
Compos'd with ſuch Art, 
| Shall amaze the ſwift Eye, 
oke And engage _ whole Heart ; 
2 


Pro- 
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Proportion, ſweet Harmony, 
Gracing the Whole, 

Give our Works, like the 
Glorious Creation, a Soul. 


Then Maſter and Brethren, 
Preſerve our great Name, 
This Lodge ſo majeſtick 
Shall purchaſe your Fame; 
* Rever'd it ſhall ſtand 
Till all Nature expire, 
And its Glories ne'er fade, 
Till the World is on Fire. 


See, ſee, behold here what 
Rewards all our Toil, 
Inſpires our Genius, and 
Makes Labour ſmile : 
To our noble Grand-Maſter 
Let a Bumper be crown'd: 
To all Maſons a Bumper, 
So let it go round, 


Again, my lov'd Brethren, 
Again let it paſs, 
Our ancient firm Union 
Cements with a Glaſs; 
And all the Contention 
Mongſt Maſons ſhall be, 
Who better can work, 
Or who better agree. 


He. 


„ — 


r 
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SONG CXVIII. 
Damon and PriLLis. A Dialogue. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


He. H! Phillis, Shame on you, to ſerve a Swain 
{o, 

You promis'd laſt Lammas you very well k now, 

If I'd ſtay but 'till Chriſtmas our Hand ſhould 
be join'd, 

And *tis Midſummer now, Phillis, why ſo un- 
kind ? 

Why, why, Phillis, why ſo unkind ? 


| She, True, Damon, I promis'd—TI own it —Wha* 

| then ? 

My Mind has fince alter'@—how faichleſs arc 
Men ! 

You vow'd to be conſtant, and yet t'other Day, 

You ſwore that young Lucy was ſweet as the 

May, 

| Sweet, ſweet, was ſweet as the May. 


He, When Phillis grew coy, when ſhe left me forlorn, 
| And was finging to Collin beneath the green 
Thorn; 
Mad, jealous, and fretting, pray, who was to 
blame? 
If with Lacy I ſtrove to make Phill; the ſame; 
Strove, ſtrove, to make Ph:llis the fame. 


adn ei 


G þ She. Like the Bee that goesroving to rifle the Spring, 
vou pip'd to each Damſel, to me you would 
ling ; 


G 3 I lik d 
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For that's an Exciſe to his Induſty paid; 
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T lik'd the ſweet Lay, for I thought it ſincere, “ le 
But why does Paſtora ſo oft drop the Tear? K. IN 
Why, why, ſo oft drop the Tear. * 


He. From my Heart, let me tell thee, I proudly They 
eſſay'd, 


To conquer each beautiful, inſolent Maid; n + 
The Garlands they wreath'd at thy Feet are That 
reſign'd, Tha 
This, this, was my Pride, then is Phillis unkind? _ a 
Then, then, then 1s Phillis unkind, Lee's : 
She. How frail the Diſguiſe a fond Lover would try! And 
How weak the thin Snare that the Soul wou!d i ho' 
bely ! 
Hence, hence, with Suſpicion, away from the re F 
Grove, 
And prove at the Church that Truth waits upon bu? 
Love ; Ian 4 
Prove, prove, Truth waits upon Love. lor v 
Ry 
SONG CXIX, Th: 
N EAR the Side of a Pond, at the Foot of a2 Wit 
Hill. 
free-hearted Fellow attends on his Mill; [34 


And Honeſty gives e'en to Awkwardneſs Grace: 
Beflour'd with his Meal does he labour and ſing, 
And regaling at Night, he's as bleſt as a King; 
After heartily eating, he takes a full Swill 

Of Liquor home-brew'd, to Succeſs of the Mill. 


Freſh Health blooms her ſtrong roſy Hue o'er his Face, | 


N 
: 


He makes no nice Scruples of Toll for his Trade, ; 


His Conſcience 1s free, and his Income i is clear, 

And he values not them of ten thouſand a Year: 

He's + 
1 


, 1271 
&s a Frechold ſufficient to give him a Vote, 
nt Elections he ſcorns to accept of a Groat ; 
e hates your proud Placemen, and do what they 
will, : 
oud!yP! hey ne'er can ſeduce the ſtanch Man of the Mill, 


cere 
ar ? 


\nd hopes that our Stateſmen do all for the belt ; 
That the Spaniard; ſhall ne'er interrupt our free 
| Trade, 

Nor good Briti/h Coin be in Subſidies paid: 

He fears the Freuch Navy and Commerce increaſe, 
try And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have Peace: 
ould Io ho* Od Englaud, he knows, may have Strength 
and have Skill, 

FY o protect all her Manors, and fave his own Mill. 


1 


1. n Sunday he talks with the Barber and Prieſt, 
I: | 
U 


290 
i, 


ind! 


pon Vith this honeſt Hope he goes home to his Work, 
And if Water is ſcanty he takes up his Fork, 
And over the Meadows he ſcatters his Hay, 
Or with the ſtiff Plough turns up Furrows of Clay: 
His Harveſt is crown'd with a good Ergli/b Gice, 
That his Country may ever be happy and free ; 
fa With his Hand and his Heart to King George does 
: he fill, 
| May all Loyal Souls act the Man of the Mill. 


ce, 


SON G CXX. 
Set by Count St. Germain, 


ö H ! would'ſt thou know what ſacred Charme, 
This deſtin'd Heart of mine alarms, 
This deſtin'd Heart of mine alarms ; 
What kind of Nymph the Heavens decree, 
The Maid that's made for Love and me. 
The Ma:d that's made for Love and me. 
G 4 Who 
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Who joys to hear the Sigh ſincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender Tear, 
Who meits to ſee, &c. 
From each ungen rous Paſſion free, 
Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me. 
Be ſuch the Maid, &c. 


Whoſe Heart with gen'rous Friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the Bleſſings ſhe beſtows, 

Who feels the Bleſſings, &c. 

Gentle to all, but kind to me, 

Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me, 

Be ſuch the Maid, &c. 


Whoſe fimple Thoughts, devoid of Art, 
Are all the Natives of her Heart; 

Are all the Natives, &c. 

A gentle 'Train from Falſhood free, 

Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me. 

Be ſuch the Maid, &c. 


Avaunt, ye light Coquets, retire, 
Where flatt'ring Fops around admire, 
Where flatt'ring Fops around admire : 
Unmov'd your tinfell'd Charms I ſee, 
More genuine Beauties are for me. 
More genuine Beautics are for me. 


SONG CXXL. 


Ser by Mr. Howard. The Words by Mr. Garrick. ] 


N CE more I'll tune the vocal Shell, 
To Hills and Dales mv Paſſion tell, 
A Flame which Time can never quell, 
Bat burns for thee, my Peggy: 


vou 
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You greater Bards, the Lyre ſhould hit, 
For ſay, what Subject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling Wit, 
And Bloom of lovely Peggy ? 


The Sun firſt riſing in the Morn, 
That paints the dew-beſpangled Thorn, 
5 Does not ſo much the Day N 
| As does my lovely Peppy : 

And when in Thetis Lap to reſt, 
He ſtreaks with Gold the ruddy Weſt, 
He's not ſo beauteous, as undreſt, 

Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the Vi'let blows, 
Or breathes upon the damaſk Roſe, 
It does not half the Sweets diſcloſe, 
1 As does my lovely Peggy 

Il ſtole a Kits the other Day, 


And (truſt me) nought but Truth ] ſay, a 
The Fragrance of the blooming May. 
| Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic Weed, 
With her the bleating Flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten Reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy - 
With her a Cottage woold deviake, 
All's happy when the's in my Sight, 
Bat when ſhe's gone 'tis endleſs Night, 
K. All's dark without my Peggy. 


While Bees from Flow'r to Flow'r ſtil] rove, 
And Linnets warble thro? the Grove, 
Or ſtately Swans the Waters love, 

So long ſhall I love Peggy : 


G 5 And, 
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And, when Death, with his pointed Dart, 


Shall ſtrike the Blow that rives my Heart, 


My Words ſhall be when J depart, 
Adieu my lovely Peggy. 


SONG CXXII. 
Sung by Miſs Norris, at Vauxhall. 


O; RING renewing, all Things gay, 


Nature's Dictates all obey ; 
In each Creature we may fee 
The Effect of Love's Decree : 
Thus their State, ſuch their Fate, 
Do not, Polly, ſtay too late. 
Do not, Polly, ſtay too late. 


Look around and ſee them play, 
All are wanton while they may ; 
Why ſhould preciovs Time be loſt ? 
After Summer comes a Froſt. 

All purſue Nature's Due, 

Let us, Polh, do ſo too. 

Let us, Polly, do ſo too. 


Mark ! how kind that Swain and Laſs! 


Yonder ſitting on the Grals ; 

See how earneſtly he ſues, 

Whilſt ſhe bluſhing can't refuſe : 
See you two, how they woo, 


Let us, Polly, do ſo too. 
Let us, Polly, do ſo too. 


Mark that Cloud, above the Plain, 
Sce! it ſeems to threaten Rain; 


Herds 


[z) 
Herds and Flocks do run together, 
Seeking Shelter from the Weather: 
Fear not you, I'll be true, 
Therefore let us do ſo too. 
Therefore let us do ſo too. 


SONG CXXIII. 
Set by Dr. Arne, and ſung by Mr. Beard. 


OME all you young Lovers who wan with 
Deſpair, 


Compoſe idle Sonnets, and ſigh for the Fair; 
Who puff up their Pride by enchanting their Charms, 
And tell them 'tis Heaven to lie in their Arms; 
Be wife by Example, take Pattern by me. 

For let what will happen by jove I'll be free, 

Ey Jove I'll be free. 


For let what will happen, by Jove Þ ll be ſree. 


' Young Daphne I ſaw, in the Net I was caught, 


3 


{I ly'd and I flatter'd as Cuſtom had taught; 
I preſs'd her to Bliſs, which the granted full ſoon, 


But the Date of my Paſſion expir'd with the Moon. 
She vow'd the was ruin'd, I ſaid it might be, 
I'm ſorry, my dear, but by Jove I'll be free, 
By Jove 'I be free. 


The next was young Phillis as bright as the Morn, 
The Love that I profter'd the treated with Scorn ; 


I ͤlaugh'd at her Folly, and told her my Mind, 


That none can be handſome, but ſuch as are kind; 
Her Pride and IIl- nature was loſt upon me, 
For in Spite of fair Faces, by Jove I'll be free. 
By Jove ÞTll be free, &c. 


Let others call Marriage the Harbour of Joys, 
Calm Peace I delight in, and fly from all Noiſe 
G 0 Some 
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Some chuſe to be hamper d, *tis ſure a ſtrange Rage, 
And like Birds they ſing beſt, when they're put in a 
Cage: 
Confinement's the Devil, *twas ne'er made for me, 
Let who will be Bond- ſlaves, by Jove Pll be free, 
By Jove Pll be free, &c. 


'Then let the briſk Bumper run over the Glaſs, 
In a Toaſt to the young and the beautiful Lats ; 
Who yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull Rule, 
Nor thinks it a Wonder a Lover ſhou'd cool: 
Be wiſe by Example, take Pattern by me, 


For let what will happen, by Jove Þll be free, 
By Jove I'll be free. 


For let what will happen, by Jove P11 be free. 


SONG CXXIV. 


A CanTaTa, written by Sir Richard Steele. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


And Sung by Miſs Brent, at Vauxhall. 
REciTATIVE. 
Wretch long tortur'd with Diſdain, 
That ever pin'd, but pin'd in vain ; 
At length the God of Wine addreſs'd, 
Sure Refuge of a wounded Breaſt. 


AIR. 


Vouchſafe, O Power, thy healing Aid, 
Teach me to | Wi the cruel Maid ; 
Thy Juices take the Lover's Part, 


Fluſh his wan Looks, and chear his Heart. 


Rxzci- 


. 
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A | 
in; RECITATIVxE. 

me To Bacchus thus the Lover cry'd, 
free, And thus the jolly God reply'd : 


AIX. 


3 Give whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 

1 And quaff his ſneaking Form away; 
With dauntleſs Mein approach the Fair, 
The Way to conquer is to dare. 


RECITATIVE. 


The Swain purſu'd the God's Advice, 
The Nymph was now no longer nice. 


A1R. 


She ſmil'd, and ſpoke the Sex's Mind, 
When you grow daring, we grow kind : 
Men to themſelves are moſt ſevere, 


And make us 'Tyrants by their Fear, 


SONG CAXV. 


| Damon and FLoRELLA, A Dialogue, 


Sung in the Sorcerer. 


He. AST, my Love, thine Eyes around, 
See the ſportive Lambkins play; 


Nature gayly decks the Ground, 
All in Honour of the May: 
Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 

1 Liſten to the Voice of Love. 
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She. Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing Tale, 

And thy ſoft perſuaſive Tongue 
Often held me in the Dale: 

Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 

All which Virtue ought to give. 


le. Not the Verdure of the Grove, 
Not the Garden's faireſt Flow'r, 
Nor the Meads where Lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal Hour, 
Can delight thy Damon's Eye, 
If Flerella is not by. 


She. Not the Water's gentle Fall, 

By the Bank with Poplars crown'd, 
| Not the feather'd Songſters all, 
4 Nor the Flute's melodious Sound, 
Can delight Florella's Ear, 
If her Damon is not near. 


—— 2 — 


* 2 


Both, Let us love, and let us hve 
Like the chearful Seaſon gay, 
Baniſh Care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May: 
Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 
Liſten to the Voice of Love. 


SONG cxxvl. 
0 Sung at Sadlers-Wells. 


H E Sun was ſleeping in the Main, 
Bright Cynthia ſilver'd all the Plain ; 
When Collin turn'd his Team to reſt, 
And ſought the Laſs he lov'd the beſt: 
As tow'rd her Cott he jogg'd along, 
Her Name was frequent in his Song; 


But 


* 
4 
Fi 
4 
; 


L 135 ] 
But when his Errand Do/ly knew, 
She vow'd—She'd ſomething elſe to do, 
She'd ſomething elſe to do, 
She vow*d— She'd ſomething elſe to do, 


He ſwore he did eſteem her more 

| Than any Maid he'd ſeen before; 

In tender S1ghs proteſting he 

Wou'd conſtant as the Turtle be; 

Talk'd much of Death, ſhould ſhe refuſe, 
And us'd ſuch Arts as Lovers uſe ; 

Tis fine, ſays Doll, if 'tis but true; 

But now— Ive ſomething elle to do; 

I've ſomething elle to do. 


Her Pride then Cellin thus addreſs'd ; 
Forgive me, Doll, I did but jeſt; 
To her that's kind Pl conſtant prove, 
But truſt me, I'll ne'er die for Love : 
Tho” firſt ſhe did his Courtſhip ſcorn ; 
Now Doll began to court in turn; 

| Dear Collin, i was jeſting too, 

| Step in---Pve nothing elſe to do, 
I've nothing elſe to do; 
Step in---I've nothing elſe to do. 


SONG CXXVII, 


A CanTaAT a. 


Ses by Dr. Arne, and ſung by Mr. Beard. 
' REcirTarive. 


HE feſtive Board was met, the ſocial Band, 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their filent Stand; 
My Sons (began the Sage) be this the Rule; 
No Brow auſtere muſt dare approach my School; 
| Where 
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Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within; 
Old Care, be gone! Here Sadneſs is a Sin. 


AIX. 


Tell not me the Joys that wait 

On him that's learn'd, on him that's great; 
Wealth and Wiſdom I deſpiſe, 

Cares ſurround the rich and wile : 

The Queen that gives ſoft Wiſhes Birth, 
And Bacchus, God of Wine and Mirth, 
Me their Friend and Fav'rite own, 

And I was born for them alone : 
Bus'neſs, Title, Pomp, and State, 

Give 'em to the Fools I hate. 


But let Love, let Life be mine, 

Bring me Women, bring me Wine: 
Speed the dancing Hours away, 
Mind not what the grave-ones ſay; 
Gayly let the Minutes fly ; | 
In Wit and Freedom, Love and Joy ; 
So ſhall Love, ſhall Life be mine, 
Bring me Women, bring me Wine. 


SONG CXXVIII. 
Jounny and Jenny. A Dialogue. 


Set by Dr. Boyce, Words by Mr. Moore. 


He. E T Rakes for Pleaſure range the Town, 
Or Miters doat on golden Guineas ; 
Let Plenty ſmile, or Fortune frown, 
The Sweets of Love are mine and Jenny's, 
Mine and Jenny's, mine and Jenny's, 
The Sweets of Love are mine and Jenny's. 


She, 


2 
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She, Let wanton Maids indulge Deſire, 
How ſoon the fleeting Pleaſure gone is ! 
The Joys of Virtue never tire, 
And fuch ſhall ſtill be mine and Johnny's, 
Mine and Johnny's, &c. 


He. Together let us ſport and play, 


She. And hve in Pleaſure where no Sin is: x 


He. The Prieſt ſhall tie the Knot to-day, 
She, And Wedlock's Bands make Johnny Jenny's, 


She, Johnny Jenny's, Johnny Jenny's. 


He. Tenny Johnny's, Jenny Johnny's, 
She. And Wedlock's Bands make Johnny Jenny's. 
He. And Wedlock's Bands make Johnny Jenny's. 


He. Let roving Swains young Hearts invade, 
The Pleaſure ends in Shame and Folly 
So Willy woo'd, and then betray'd, 
The poor believing, fimple Molhy, 
Simple Molly, &c. 


She. So Lucy lov'd and lightly toy'd, 
And laugh'd at harmleſs Maids who marry 3 
But now ſhe finds her Shepherd cloy'd, 
And chides too late her faithleſs Harry, 
Faithleſs Harry, &c. 


He. But we'll together, &c. 
She. And live in Pleaſure, &c. 


He. By cooling Streams our Flocks we'll feed, 
And leave Deceits for Knaves and Ninnies 
Or f-ndly ftray where Love ſhall lead, 
And every Joy be mine and Jenny's, 

Mine and Feuny's, &c. 


She. 
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She. Let Guilt the faithleſs Boſom fright, 
The conſtant Heart is always bonny ; 
Content and Peace, and ſweet Delight, 
And Love ſhall live with me and Johnny, 
Me and FJehnny, &c. 


He. Together then we'll ſport and play, 

She. And live in Pleaſure where no Sin is: 

He. The Prieſt ſhall tie the Knot to-day, 

She, And Wedlock's Bands make Johnny Jenny's. 
She. Johnny Fenny's, Johnny Jenny's. 
He. Jenny Johnny's, Fenny Jobum's. 
She. And Wedlock's Bands make Johnny Jenny's. 
He. And Wedlock's Bands make Jenny Johnny's. 


S ON G CXXIX. 


'BrniTAin's REMEMBRANCER 


For the Years 1758 and 1759. 


OME liſten a-while and PII tickle your Ears, 
With a few little Vict'ries, by which it appears 
Wee have gain'd from the French in two little Years. 
Which nobody can deny, which nobody, &c. 


We have beat them, my Boys; and [I'll hold you a 
Pound, 

We ſhall beat them, my Boys, upon Sea or dry 
Ground, 

We ſhall beat them as long as the World goes round. 

Which no body, &c. 


With Guadalupe firſt I embelliſh my Strain; 
Then a Cluſter of Forts croud into my Brain, 
Crown Point, Frontenac, Niagara, Dugueſne. 


Which nobody, &c. 


Quebec 


i 
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Quebec we have taken, and taken Breton z 


. 
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That the Coaſt was as ſteep, that a Man might as 
ſoon, 

As the Frenchmen imagin'd, have taken the Moon. 

Which nobody, &c. 


Senegal we have taken, and taken Goree, 

And thither we trade, for our Blacks, do you ſee; 
For who ſhould buy Slaves, but they that are free: 
Which nobody, &c. 


Then at Minden you know, we defeated our Foes, 
Tho” our Horſe ſtood aloof without coming to Blows, 


And why nobody's hang'd for it, nobody knows. 
Which nobody, &c. 


Brſcawwen at Lagos, and Hawke in the Bay, 
Your Vict'ries had I but Room to diſplay, 

I'm ſure I ſhould not have done finging to-day. 
Which nobody, &c. 


Oh! what is become of the fleet ont of Bret, 
Some are burnt, ſome are taken, and where are the 
reſt, | 
Why ſome are fled Eaſt, and ſome are fled Weſt, 

Which nobody, &c. 


Some ten Fathom deep in the Sea may be found, 
And ſome in the River Villaine are a- ground, 


Where they lie very ſafe, but not very ſound. 
Which nobody, &c. 


Let France then all Title to Glory reſign, 

For theſe Years ſhall unmatch'd in our Hiſtories ſhine, 
The renown'd Fifty-eight, and the great Fifty-nine. 
Which nobody can deny. 


SONG 
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SONG CXXX. 
Set and written by Lord Middleſex. 

HEN here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 

Where Arno rolls his filver Stream; 
How briſk the Nymphs, the Swains how gay! 
Content inſpir'd each rural Lay : 
The Birds in livelier Concert ſung, 
The Grapes in thicker Cluſters hung; 
All look'd as Joy could never fail, 
Among the Sweets of Arno's Vale. 


But ſince the good Palemon dy'd, 

The chief of Shepherds, and their Pride; 
Now Arno's Sons mult all give Place 

To Northern Men, an Iron Race: 

The Taſte of Pleaſure now 1s o'er, 

Thy Notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The Muſes droop, the Goths prevail, 
Adieu the Sweets of Arno's Vale. 


SON G. CXXXI. 
Hunting Song. 
HE Morning is charming, all Nature is gay, 
Away, my brave Boys, to your Horſes away; 
For the Prime of our Pleaſure, and queſting the Hare, 
We have not ſo much as a Moment to ſpare. 


Cho. Hark ! the lively toned Horn, 

How melodious it ſounds, how melodious it 
ſounds, 

To the muſical Song, to the muſical Song of 
the merry-mouth'd Hounds. 


In yon ſtubble Field we ſhall find her below; 
Soho! cries the Huntſman ; hark to him, ſoho! 
See l where ſhe goes, and the Hounds have a View; 
Such Harmony Handel himſelf never knew. 


Cho. 
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Cho. Gates, Hedges, and Ditches, to us are no 
Bounds, 
But the World 1s our own while we follow the 
Hounds. 


Hold, hold, *tis a Double; hark, hey ! Bowler, hey! 
If a thouſand gainſay it, a thouſand ſhall lye ; 
His Beauty ſurpaſſing, his Truth has been try'd, 
At the Head of the Pack an infallible Guide, 


Cho. At his Cry the wide Welkin with Thunder 
reſounds, 


The Darling of Hunters, the Glory of Hounds. 


O'er Highlands and Lowlands, and Woodlands we 
fly, 

Our Horſes full Speed, and our Hounds in full Cry; 

So match'd in their Mouths, and ſo even they run, 

Like the Trine of the Spheres, and the Race of the 
Sun. 


Cho. Health, Joy, and Felicity, dance in the Rounds, 
And bleſs the gay Circle of Hunters and Hounds. 


The old Hounds puſh forward, a very ſure Sign, 
That the Hare (tho? a ſtout one) begins to decline; 
A Chace of two Hours or more, ſhe has led, 

She's down, look about ye, they have her, ſhe's dead. 


Cho. How glorious a Death to be honour'd with 
Sounds 
Of Horns, and a Shout tothe Chorusof Hounds! 


Here's a Health to all Hunters, and long be their Lives, 
Maythey never be croſt by their Sweethearts or Wives; 


May they rule their own Paſſions, and ever at Reſt, 


As the moſt happy Men, be they alſo the beſt. 
Cho. 
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'© bo. And free from the Care which the many ſur- 


rounds, 
Be happy at laſt, when they ſee no more Hounds, 


S ON G CXXXII. 


Written by William Whitehead, %; Poct Laureat. 
Sung by Mr. Beard. 


E 8, I'm in Love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how; 
The pleaſing Plague ſtole on me: 
Tis not her Face that Love creates, 
For their no Graces revel; 
Tis not her Shape, for there the Fates, 
*Tis not her Shape, for there the Fates, 
Have rather been uncivil, 
Have rather been uncivil. 


2 


183 *I'1s not her Air, for ſure in that | 
1 There's nothing more than common; 
And all her Senſe is only Chat, 
it Like any other Woman: 
% Her Voice, her Touch, might give th*Alarm; 
87 *T1s both, perhaps, or neither; 
In ſhort, 'tis that provoking Charm, 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking Charm 
Of Celia all together, 
Of Celia all together. 


SONG CXXXII. 
Set by Mr. Howard: 


TE O. ood Engliſh Beer our Songs let's raiſe, 
A 


e've a Right by our Freedom Charter; 
nd follow our brave Forefathers Ways, 
Who liv'd in the Days of King Arthur : oy 


* — 2 


* 

% 
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Of thoſe gallant Days loud Fame has told, 
Beer gave the ſtout Britons Spirit; 

In Love they ſpoke 'Truth, in War they were bold, 

And flouriſh'd by Dint of Merit. 


CHORUS. 


Then like them crown our Bowls, 
Our plenteous brown Bowls, 
And take them off clever ; 
To all true Exgliſb Souls, 
And Old England, Oli England, for ever, 
Huzza Old England for ever, 
Huzza Old England for ever, 
Old England, Old England, 
Huzza Old England for ever. 


The Glory is Love, or War they won, 
By Fighting, Retreats, and Sallies, 
Was from the Production of their own 
Good Beer and roaſt Beef in their Bellies; 
All foreign Attempts they did diſdain, 
So fir'd with Reſolution ; 
For Liberty they'd bleed ev'ry Vein, 
To keep their own Conſtitution, 


Cho. Then like them crown our Bowls, &. 


Like them let us fill, and drink, and ſing, 


To all who our State are aiding ; 
To Commerce, . that our Wealth does bring, 
And every Branch of our Trading: 
By Commerce all Grandeur we fuſtain, 
That makes us a powerful Nation ; 
Then let us agree, and with Vigour maintain 
Our Trade and our Navigation. 


CrorRvs, 
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CHORU 5. 


Then like them crown our Bowls, 
Our plenteous brown Bowls, 
And take them off clever; 
To all true Exgliſb Souls, 
And Old England, Old England, for ever. 
Huzza Old England for ever, 
Huzza Old England for ever; 
id England, Old England, 
Huzza Old England tor ever. 


SONG CXXXIV. 
Sung in the Double Diſappointment. 
TX 7 HEREVER Pam going, and all the Day lon g. 


Abroad or at home, or alone in a Throng, 
T find that my Paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 
Tbat your Name, when I'm ſilent, runs ſtill in my 
Song. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Balinamone Ora, a Kiſs of your ſweet Lips for me. 


Wy Since the firſt 'T'me I ſaw you, I take no Repoſe, 
I ſleep all the Day to forget half my Woes ; 
So hot is the Flame in my Boſom which glows. 
By St. Patrick J fear it will burn thro' my Cloaths. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black Hair for me. 


In my Conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my Grave 

Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave ; 

And grant the Petition your Lover does crave, 

Who never was free *till you made him your Slave. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 

Your pretty black Eyes for me. 


On 
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On that happy Day, when I make = my Bride, 
With a ſwinging long Sword, how Þ 11 ſtrut and I'll 
ſtride ! 
In a Coach and fix Horſes, with Honey I'll ride, 
As before you I walk to the Church by your Side. 
Sing 1 Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your little white Fiſt for me. 


8 ONG CXXAXV. 
CyMon and IPHIGENIA, 4 CANTATA, 


Set by Dr. Arne, Sung by Mr. Beard. 
RECITATIVE. 


TEAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 
Shade, 
Scem'd moſt for Love and Contemplation made; 
A cryſtal Stream with gentle Murmurs flows, 
|} Whoſe flow'ry Banks are form'd for ſoft Repoſe : 
I hicher retir'd from Phebus? ſultry Ray, 
And lulPd in Sleep, fair [phigenta lay. 
Cymon, a Clown, who never dreamt of Love, 
y Chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring Grove; 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtl'd as he went for Want of Thought; 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping Maid, 
He ſtar'd, her lovely Form ſurvey'd, 
And while with artleſs Voice he ſung, 
Beauty, and Nature thus inform'd his Tongue. 


Arn. 


The Stream that glides in Murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy Boſom ſhews the Sky, 
. Compleats the rural Scene, 
Compleats the rural Scene; 


II But 
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But in thy Boſom, charming M 
All Heaven itſelf is ture diſplay 
Too lovely Ipbigene, 
Too lovely Iphigene. 


aid, 
d ; 


RECITATIVE. 


She wakes, and ſtarts, poor Cymon trembling ſtands, 
Down falls the Staff, from his unnerved Hands; 
Bright Excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all Fear, 
Where Honour's preſent, ſure no Danger's near, 
Half rais'd, with gentle Accent, ſhe replies, 

Oh Cymen if 'tis you, I need not riſe 

Thy honeft Heart no wrong can entertain, 

Purſue thy Way, and let me ſleep again. 

The Clown, tranſported, was not ſilent long, 
But thus with Extacy, purſu'd his Song: 


AIX. 


Thy jetty Locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton Ringlets down thy Neck ; 
Thy love inſpiring Mien, 
Thy love inſpiring Mien; 
Thy ſwelling Boſom, Skin of Snow, 
And taper Shape inchant me fo, 
1 die for [ Divency 
I die for /ph:igere. 


l 
| 
| 
{ 
| 
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i 


RECITATIVE. 


Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence, 

The former Clod is thus inſpir'd with Senſe ; 

She gazes, finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 

And thinks he might improve his awk'ard Gate; 

Bids him be ſecret, and next Day attend, 

At the ſame Hour, to meet his faithful Friend : 

Thus mighty Love cou'd teach a Clown to plead, 4 

And Nature's Language ſweeteſt will ſucceed. 4 
At! 
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Love's a pure, a ſacred Fire, 

Kindling gentle, chaſte Deſire ; 

Love, can Rage itſelf controul, 

And elevate, and elevate, the human Soul: 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched State, 
Had made our Lives of too long Date; 
But bleſt v.ith Beauty, and with Love, 
Bleſt with Beauty, and with Love, 

We taſte what Angels do above. 

What Angels do above. 


SONG CXXXVI. 
Set by Dr. Green. The Words by Mr. Gay. 
O, Roſe, my C4/:e's Boſom grace, 
I My C-/:'s Bolom grace; 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſuppy that envied Place, 
With never fading Love, 
With never fading Love. 


There Phenix like beneath her Eye, 
Involv'd in Fragrance burn and die, 
Involv'd in Fragrance burn and die, 


Know, hapleſs Flower, that thou ſhalt find 
More fragrant Roſes there, 
More tragr:nt Roſes there; 
I ſee thy with'ring Head reclin'd, 
With Envy and Deſpair, 
Wich Envy and Deſpair, 


One common Fate we both muſt prove, 
You die with Envy, I with Love, 
You die with Envy, I with Love. 


H 2 SONG 
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SON G CXXXVII. 
Set by Mr. Howard. 
HE blitheſt Bird that ſings in May, 


Was ne'er more blith, was ne'er more gay, 
'Than I, ah well-a-day ! 
Than I, ah well-a-day ! 
Ere Collin yet had learn'd to ſigh, 
Or I to gueſs the Reaſon why, 
Oh Love, ah well-a-day ! 
Oh Love, ah well-a-day ! 


We kiſs'd, we toy'd, we neither knew, 
From waence theie fond Endcatments grew; 
ill he, ah well-a-day ! 
Till he, &c. 
By Lime and other Swains made wiſe, 
Lecan to talk of Hearts and Eyes, 
And Love, ah well-a-day ! 
And Love, &c, 


Kind Nature now took Collin's Part, 
My Eyes inform'd againit my Heart ; 
My Heart, ah well-a-day ! 
My Heart, &c. 
Strait glow'd with turilling Sympathy, 
And echo'd back cach gentle Sigh ; 
Each Sigh, ah well-a-day | 
Each Sigh, &c. 


Can Love, alas! by Words be won ? 
He aſk'd a Proof, a tender one, 
While I, ah well-a-day '! 
While I, ah well-a-day ! 


In 
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[ 149 ] 
In Silence bluſh'd a fond Reply, 
Can ſhe who truly loves deny ? 
Ah, no, ah well-a-day ! 
Ah, no, ah well-a-day ! 


SONG CXXXVIII. 


Set by Count St. Germain. 


ITY heaves my fond Boſom, ah ! what can it 
mean ? 
Why flutters my Heart that was once ſo ſerene ? 
Why this ſighting and trembling when Daphnets near? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear ? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear ? 


Methinks I for ever with Wonder could trace 
The thouſand ſoft C] arms that embelliſh thy Face; 
1. ich Momeat I view thee, new Beauties 1 find, 


Vita thy Face I am charm'd, but cnflav'd by thy 
N. II. d, 


With thy Face, Ke. 


Untainted with Folly, unſully'd by Pride, 

There native good Humour and Virtue rede; 

[ay Heaven that Virtue thy Soul may ſupply 
With Compaſuon for him who without thee mutt die, 

With Compaſſion for tim who without thee muſt die. 


SON G CXXXIX. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


O ME, Ro/alind, oh come and ſee, 
What Pleaſures are in Store for thee; 
The Flow'rs in all their Sweets appear, 
The Fields their gayeſt Beauties wear, 
The Fields their gayeſt Beauties wear : 
H 3 The 
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The joyful Birds, in every Grove, 
Now warble out their Songs of Love, 
Now warble out their Songs of Love; 
For thee they ſing, and Roſes bloom, 
And Collin thee invites to come, 
And. Collin thee invites to come. 


Come, Reſalind, and Collin join, 
My tender Flocks and all are thine: 
If Love and Raſalind be near, 

"Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year, 
"Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year: 
Come, ſee a Cottage and a Swain, 
Can'ſ thou my Love or Gifts diſdain ? 
Can'ſt thou my Love or Gifts diſdain? 
Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 
For Collin calls, than haſte away, 
For Callin calls, then hate away. 


SONG. CXL. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
E HOLD the ſweet Flowers around, 


With all the bright Beauties they wear; 
Yet none on the Plains can be found 


So lovely, ſo lovely, as Cella is fair, 
So lov ely as Celia is fair: 


Ye Warblers, come raiſe vour ſweet Throats, 


No longer in Silence remain, 
No longer! in Silence remain; 


Oh! lend a fond Lover your! Notes, 


To foften, to ſoften my Celia's Diſdain, 
To ſoften my Celia's Diſdain. 


4 
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Oft 
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Oft times in yon flowery Vale, 
I breathe my Complaints in a Song, 
I breathe my Complaints in a Song; 
Fair Flora attends the ſad Tale, 
And ſweetens, and ſweetens the Borders along, 
And ſweetens the Borders along. 


But Celia whoſe Breath might perfume 
The Boſom of Flora in May, 
The Boſom of Flerà in May; 

Still frowning prenounces my Doom, 
Regardleſs, regardleſs of ail i can ſay, 


Regardleſs of all I can ſay. 


SONG CXLI. 


HE Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaft, 
New gilds the ſmiling Day; 
The Morning freſh, the Sun 1- Faſt, 
New gilds the ſmiling Day; 
The Lark forſakes his dewy Neſt, 
The Fields all round are gayly dreſs'd, 
Ariſe my Love, and play, and play; 
Ariſe my Love, and play. 


- 


3 


Come forth my Fair, come forth bright Maid, 
And bleſs thy Shepherd's Sight; 
Come forth, &c. 
Lend ev'ry folded Flow'r thy Aid, 
Unveil the Roſe's bluſhing Shade, 
And give them ſweet Delight, 
And give, &c. 


RT. ͥ 
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Thy Preſence makes all Nature ſmile, 
Thoſe Smiles your Charms improve; 
Thy Preſence, &c. 
H 4 Thy 
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Thy Strains the lining Birds beguile, 24 
And, as invite, reward their Toil, | 
And tune their Notes to Love, | 
And tune, &c. Fs 


Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn Tree, 
The Flow'rs in Wreaths I'll twine, 
Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn Tree, 
The Flow'rs in Wreaths I'll twine ; 

Fer other Eyes ye Beauties ſee, | 
Then on my Brows adorn'd ſhall be; 9, 
Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine, 

Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine. 


SONG CXLII. 
JockzY ard Jenny. A Dialogue. | 
She. 8 Winter has left us, the Trees are * 
in Bloom, * 
And Cow ſlips and Vi'lets the Meadows perfume; 
While Kids are diſporting, and Birds fill the 


|| Spray, 
|| I wait for my Jockey to hail the new May, 1 
H I] wait for my Fockey to hail the new May. 3 
| . 
: L 


He. Among the young Lillies, my Jenny, I've ſtray'd. 

Pinks, Daizies, and Woodbines I bring tom; 
i Maid ; . 
i Here's 'Thyme ſweetly ſmelling, and Lavender 


gay, 
A Poſy to form for my Queen of the May, 
A Poiy to form, &C. 


Sbe. Ah! Jeckey, I fear you intend to beguile ; 
When ſeated with Moeliy laſt Night on a Stile, 
You {wore that you'd love her tor ever and ay, 
Forgetting poor Jenny, your Queen of the May, 
Forgetting poor Jenny, &c. 


Le. 
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He. Young Willy is handſome, in Shepherd's green 
| Dreſs, 
| He gave you thoſe Ribbands that hang at your 
* Breaſt, 
Beſides three ſweet Kiſſes upon the new Hay, 
Was that done like Jenney, my Queen of the 
May ? 
Was that done like Jenny, &c. 


Se. This Garland of Roſes no longer J prize, 
Since Jockey, falſe-hearted, his Paſſion denies; 
Ye Flowers ſo blooming, this Inſtant decay, 
For Jenny's no longer the Queen of the May, 
For Jeunz's no longer, &c. 


| He. Believe me, dear Maiden, your Lover you 


8 wrong, 

3 Your Name 1s for ever the Theme of my Song; 

* 55 From the Dews of pale Eve to the Dawning of 

| % Day, 

| % I fing but of Jenny, my Queen of the May. 
T I fing but of Jenn, &c. 


ay'd 1 She. Again balmy Comfort with Tranſport I view, 


Cn 3 My Fears are all vaniſh'd, ſince Zockey is true; 
4 Then to our blith Shepherds the News I'l 

»nder 4 5 

0 That Jenny alone you've crown'd Queen of the 
. May. 
, 4 That Jenny, &c: 
| He. Of ev'ry Degree, ye young Lovers draw near, 
ile, 1 Avoid all Suſpicion, Whate'er may appear; 
1 a\ , 4 
12 . | 
4a 1 H 65 Believe 
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Believe not your Eyes, if your Peace they'd 
betray, 
Then come, my dear Jenny, and hail the new 
May, 
Then come, my dear, &c. 


Both. Of ev'ry Degree, ye young Lovers, draw near, 

Avoid all Suſpicion, whate'er may appear; 

Believe not your Eyes, if your Peace they'd be- 
tray, 

Then come, my dear 7ochey, and hail the new 
May. 

Then come, my dear Jenny, and hail the new 
May. 


SONG CXLIII. 
Sung in the Maſk of Alfred. 


HEN Pritain firſt, at Heav'ns Command, 
Aroie from out the azure Main; 
Aroſe, &c, 
This was the Cha'ter, the Charter of the Land, 
And Guardian Angels {ung this Strain : 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the Wave: 
For Britons never will be Slaves. 


The Nations, not ſo bleſs'd as thee, 
Muſt, in their Turns to Tyrants fall; 
Muſt in, &c. 
Whilſt thou ſnait ouriſh, ſhalt flouriſſi great and free, 
The Dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, Kc. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each forcign Stroke; 
More dreadful, &c 
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4 e the loud Blaſt that tears, that tears the Skies, 
© Serves but to root thy native Oak. 

2 Rule, Britannia, &C. 


* 

[ Thee hauchty Tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 

7 All their Artempts to bend thee down, 
All their, &c. 

ar, Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous Flame, 
bh > And work their Woe, and thy Renown. 


Rule, Britannia, &C. 


To thee belongs the rural Reign, 
Thy Cities ſhall with Commerce ſhine 
+ Thy Cities, &c. 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject Main, 
And ev'ry Shore it circles, thine, 
4 Rule, Britannia, &c. 
The Muſes, Rill with Freedom found, 
dhall to thy happy Coaſt repair; 
Shall to thy happy Coaſt repalr 3 
Jefs'd Iſle with Beauties, with matchleſs Beauties 
| crown'd, 
And manly Rar to guard the Fair. 
s, | Rule Britannia, Britonnia rule the Waves, 
For Britons never will be Slaves. 


— 
2 
+ wot 


SONG CXLIV. 


Lob in Low: Lit. 


free, OUNG 7 Fecry he courted ſweet Dogey fo air, 


The Lats the was lovely, the Swain debonair; 

{hey hugg'd and they cuddled, and talk'd with 
their Eyes, 

4 Pad look'd, as 21] Lovers do, wonderſul wie. 


156 
A Fortnight was ſpent e' er dear Maggy came to, 
For Maidens a Decency keep when they woe; 
At length ſhe conſented, and made him a Vow, 
And Joch he gave for a ſointure, his Cow. 


They pannelPd their Dobbins, and rode to the Fair, 
Still kiſſing and fondling untill they came there; 
They call'd on the Parſon, and by him were wed, 
And Moggy ſhe took her dear Feckey to Bed. 


They ſtaid there a Week, as the Neighbours all fay, 
And none were ſo happy, and gameſome as they; 
Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt unkind, 
For Joche rode on and left Meggy behind. 


F 


Surpriz'd at this Treatment, ſhe cried, Gaffar ect, : 
Pray what is the Reaſon that Moggy you mock ? © 
Quoth he, Gooſe, come on, why you now are my 

Bride, 7 
And when Volk are wed, they ſet Fooling aſide. 


He took home his Maggy, good Conduct to learn. 7 
Who bruſh'd up the Houſe, while he thatch'd the 1 

old Barn; 4 
They laid in a Stock, for the Cares that enſue, 
And now live as Man and Wife uſually do. [3 


SONG CXLV. T. 
Sung at Sadlers-Wells, 


'T the Foot of a Hill in a neat lonely Cot, 
To die an old Maid I'm afraid is my Lot; 
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Not a Man but my Father e'er ſeen in the Place, 
Think how hard my Condition and pity my Caſe. 
| Think how hard my Condition and pity my Cafe. 
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| Young Willy, the Pride of the Plains, I adore; 


He's handſome, good-humour'd, has Riches in ſtore ; 


But I'm a poor Damſel, of Parentage bare; 


Think how hard my Condition, and pity my Care. 
Think how hard, &c. 


My Mother once caught us alone in the Dark, 

She chid me, and forc'd me away ſrom my Spark; 

Then talk'd much of Sorrow, of Shame, and Diſ- 
race, 

Think ain hard my Condition, and pity my Caſe, 

Think how hard, &c. 


Such a ſtrange Alteration has ſeiz'd me of late, 
Like a Turtle I mourn all the Day for my Mate; 
At Night in my Dreams his bleſt Image I trace, 
Think how hard my Condition and pity my Caſe, 
Think how hard, &c. 


Whene'er I think of him, I figh and look pale; 
My Mother ſhe aſks me, what is it J ail? 

My rural Companions all look in my Face, 

And in friendly Compaſſion they pity my Caſe, 
And in friendly, &c. 


* 
Oh Hymen be kind, and give Ear to my Sighs, 
Reſtore my young R once more to my Eyes; 
The dear nuptial Moment with Joy I'll embrace, 
And Maidens ſhall envy, not pity my Caſe, 
And Maidens ſhall envy, not pity my Caſe, 


SONG 
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SONG CXLVI. 0 
Sung at Drury-Lane by Mrs. Clive. | | 
OW brimfull of nothing's the Life of a Beau, 
They've nothing to think of, they've nothing! / 
to do; q 
* 
A 


Nor nothing to talk of, for nothing they know; 
Such, ſuch, 1s the Life of a Beau. 


Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. C 

2 
For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh Air, 11 
Spend the Morning in nothing, but curling their Hair; Pi 


And do nothing all Day, but ting, ſaunter, and ſt are; 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau, 11 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. 7 

ö 


For nothing at Night, to the Play Houſe they crow, 
To mind nothing done there, they always are proud; 
But to bow, and to grin, and talk nothing aloud ; -£ 
Such, ſuch, 1s the Life of a Beau, | 1 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. 


For nothing they run to th* Aſfembly and Ball, * 
And for nothing at Cards, a fair Partner they call; 
For they ſtill muſt be beaſted, who've nothing at all, 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of 4 Beau, 
Such, ſach, is the Life of a Beau. 1 


For nothing on Sundays, at Church they appear, 
They have nothing to hope for, nor nothing to fear: 
They can be nothing no where, ho nothing are here, 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau, 
Such, ſuch, is the Life of a Beau. 
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SON G CXLVII. 
Set by Dr. Arne. The Words by Mr. Prior. 


S Chloe came into the Room other Day, | 
2/1 | peeviſh began, where fo long cou'd you ſtay? 
In your Life-time you never regarded your Hour, 
You promis'd at two, but, look Child! 'tis four: 
A Lady's Watch needs neither Figures or Wheels, | 
is enough that *tis loaded with Baubles and Seals 3 | 
A Temper ſo heedleſs no Mortal can bear; 

Thus far I went on with a reſolute Air. | 
nir; Thus far I went on with a reſolute Air. 1 


Au, 
ling 
«I 


4 Lord, bleſs me! ſays ſhe, let a Body but ſpeak, 
Here's an ugly hard Roſe-bud fa'Pn into my Neck; 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a Degree, 


vd, Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee! "i 

i; On the left Side my Breaſt what a Mark it has made; 71 

; So faying, her Robe ſhe carelcis diſplay'd: | 
6 That Scene of Delight, I-with Wonder ſurvey'd, | 


And forgot ev'ry Word I defign'd to have ſaid. 


| SONG CXLVIII. 

2 ; Sung in Comus. 14 

FEY ö 4 2 . ; 4 

W GOULD you taſte the Noon tide Air, | j 

| To yon fragrant Bow'r repair; 4 

LE Where woven with the Poplar Bough, 1 

7 The mantling Vine will ſhelter you, 1 

555 The mantling Vine will ſhelter you: 5 
e. Down each Side a Fountain flows, 


Tinkling, murm'ring as it goes; 
Lightly o'er the moſſy Ground, 
Lightly o'er the moſſy Ground, 
Sultry Phœbus ſcorching round, 


Sultry Phœbus ſcorching round. 
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Round the languid Herds, and Sheep, 
Stretch'd o' er funny Hillocks ſleep; 
While on the Hyacinth and Roſe 
The Fair does all alone repoſe, 
The Fair does all alone repoſe: 
All alone, yet in her Arms, 
Your Breaſt ſhall beat to Love's Alarms; 
Till bleſt, and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 
The Joys of Love are Joys alone, 
The joys of Love are Joys alone, 


SONG CXLIX. 
Surg in Comus. 

HE wanton God who pierces Hearts, 

Dips in Gall his pointed Darts; 
But the Nymph diſdains to pine, 
Who bathes the Wound with roſy Wine, 
Roſy Wine, roſy Wine, 20 
Who bathes the Wound with roſy Wine. g 


Farewel Lovers when they're cloy'd, 
If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd ; 
Sure the ſqueamiſn Fops are free, 
To rid me of dull Company; 

Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 
To rid me of dull Company. 


They have Charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe, 
T love them much, but more my Eale; 

No jealous Fears my Love moleſt, | 
Nor faithleſs Vows ſhall break my Re ; | 
Break my Reit, break my Reſt, 

Nor faithleſs Vows ſhall break my Reſt, 


bi. Why ſhould they e'er cive me Pain, 
7 Who to give me Joy diſdain ? 


All | 


All 5 


[ 161 ] 
All I hope of mortal Man, 
Ts to love me while he can, 
While he can, while he can, 
Is to love me while he can, 


SZON ee. 
Sung in Comus. 


REACH not to me your muſty Rules, 
Ye Drones that mould in idle Cell; 

The Heart is wiſer than the Schools, 

The Senſes always reaſon well : 
If ſhort my Span, I leſs can ſpare, 

To paſs one fingle Pleaſure by ; 
An Hour is long, if At in Care, 

They only live, Who Life enjoy. 


SONG CLI. 
Sung at Vauxhall, 


OVE, thou bane of ſoft Content 
Love, thou inauſpicious Gueſt ; 

Say, ſay, oh why thy Shaft was ſent 

To this once my peaceful Breaft : 
Sweet as firſt I chought the Paſſion, 

Fancy ſtill new Joys cou'd ſee ; 
But now how ſad an Alteration, 

Damen flies from Love and me. 


Thus Sylvia in the conſcious Grove, 
All ſweetly plaintive mourn'd, 
When Damon chanc'd that way to rove, 
And to the Nymph return'd: 
He ſigh'd Repentance at her Feet, 
She ſmil'd upon the Swain; 
And each ſond Heart reſponſive beat 
To Love and joy again, : 
SONG 
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SONG CLII. 


Sung in Comus. 


O W Phoebus finketh in the Weſt, 
Welcome Song, and welcome Jeit; 
Midnight Shouts and Revelry, 

Tipſy, Dance, and Jollty : 

Braid your Locks with roly Twine, 
Dropping Odours, dropping Wine; 

Braid your Locks with roſy Twine, 
Dropping Odours, dropping Wine. 


Rigour now is gone to Bed, 

And Advice with ſerup'lous Head; 
Strict Age, and ſour Severity, 

With their grave Saws in Slumber lie, 
With their! grave Saws in Slumber lie. 


SONO CLIT 
Sung in Comus, 


Y the gayly circhng Glaſs, 

We can ice how Minutes paſs ; 
By the hollov Cafk are told, 
How the waining Night grows old, 
How the waining Night g grows old: 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy Day, 
Drives us from our Sport aud Play : 
What have we with Day to do? 
Sons of Care, *twas made for you, 


Sons of Care, 'twas made for you. 


SONG 
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SONG CLIV. 


Set by Mr. Howard, Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


H E new-flown Birds the Shepherds ſing, 
And welcome in the May ; 
Come, Paſtorells, now the Spring, 
Makes ev'ry Landſkip gay: 
Wide ſpreading Trees their leafy Shade, 
O'cr half the Plain extend, 
Or in refle Qing Fountains play'd, 
Their quiv'ring Branches bend; 
Or in refleQing Fountains play'd, 
Their quiv'ring Branches bend. 


Come, taſte the Scaſon in it's Prime, 
And bleſs the riſing Year ; 

Oh ! how my & Soul grobes rick of Time, 
Till thou, my Love, a; ppear: 

Then ſhall I paſs the 917 adio ne Day, 
Warin in thy Be auty? s Shine, 

When thy 8 Flock ſhall feed and play, 
And intermix with mine. 
And intermix, &c. 


For thee of Doves, a Milk-white Pair, 
In Re Bands I hold : 

For thee a hrſtling Lambkin fair, 

Keep within the Fold: 

If Milk-white Doves Acceptance meet, 
Or tender Lambkins pleaſe, 

My ſpotleſs Heart without Deceit, 
Be offer” d up with theſe ; 


Be offer'd up with theſe. 
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SONG. eL. 


LITHE Collin, a pretty young Swain, i 

To court me walks many a Mile; | 
I bid him return back again, | | 
Tho? I wiſh him to ſtay a great while, 


With all by which Love 1s expreſt, 
He ſtudies my Heart to beguile ; : 
] wiſh him Succeſs, I proteſt, T; 
Tho” I tell him he'll wait a great while. 


He brought me this Noſegay fo ſweet, I 
And thought it more Pleaſure than Toll ; | 
I took it reſerv'd and difcreet, H 


But I let him not wait a great while. 


He begg'd me to grant him a Kiſs, 
So earneſt he made me to fmile ; 85 
Have done, I cry'd: fie! 'tis amiſs, 


Tho' 1 wiſh'd it to laſt a great while. 


He tells me I ought to be kind; 
That Time all my Beautics will ſpoil : 
I croſs him, tho” quite of his Mind, 
For I love he ſhould talk a great While. 


J fancy, by what he has ſaid, ( 
My Huſband he'll be by his Stile; 2 
And when he once aſks me to wed, 4 
ql 


Oh! I'll not live a Maid a great while. 


SONG 


1 65] 2 
S ON G. ci. * 


Set by Dr. Arne, Sung in Thomas ang Sally. 


| HEecchoing Horn calls the Sportſmen abroad 
4 To Horle, my brave Boys, and away; 
The Morning 1s up, and the Cry of the Hounds, 
'Z Upbraids our two tedious Delay: 

What Plcaſure we find in purſuing the Fox, 

* O'er Hill, and o'er Valley he flics; 

Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza! 

The Traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 


Triumphant returning at Night with the Spoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay; 
How ſweet with a Bottle and Lafs to refreſh, 
And looſe the Fatigues of the Day: 
Wich Sport, Love, and Wine, iickle Fortune defy, 
Dull Wiſdom all Happiness ſours : 
ECince Life is no more than a Paiſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the Way over with Flow'rs. 


SONG - CLVH, 
Set by Dr. Pepuſh. Words by Mr. Hughes. 


RECITATIVE. 
CEE! from the ſilent Grove, Alexis flies, 
And ſeeks with every pleaſing Art, 
To caſe the Pain which lovely Eyes 
Created in his Heart : 
Lo ſhining Theatres he now repairs, 
Lo learn Camilla's moving Airs. 
Yhere thus to Muſick's Power, the Swain addreſs'd 
bis Prayers. | 
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Muſick, oh, compoſe my Anguiſh! 
Ev'ry Paſſion yields to thee, 
Ev'ry Paſſion yields to thee : 

Phebus quickly then relieve me, 

Cupid ſhall no more decerve me, 
P11 to ſprighther Joys be tree, 
III to {prighther Joys be free. 


RECITATIVE. 


Apolls heard the fooliſh Swain, 
He knew when Daphne once he lov'd, 
How weak to aſiwage an am'rous Pain, 
His own harmonious Voice had prov'd, 
And all his healing Herbs how van: 
Then thus he ſirikes the ſpeaking Strings, 
Preluding to his Voice and ſings. 


ATR. 


Sounds, tho' charming, can't relie'* thee, 
Do not, Shepherd, then deceive thec, 
Muſick is the Voice of Love, 
Muſick is the Voice of Love: 
If the tender Maid belicve thee, 
Sofc relenting, kind conſenting, 
Will alone thy Pain remove, 
W1ll alone thy Pain remove. 


S ON G CLVIII. 
The CavTious Maid. 


Sung at Ranelagh. 


Charming Sounds, that ſweetly languiſn; 


T the Wake, t'other Even young Colin I met, * 
He took the Occaſion his Vows to repeat; 
Witi 
* 


Cu 


=o with ſoft Expreſſion his Looks were endear'd, 
3 Jo his tender proteſting I paid no Regard : 

1 The Falſhodd of Swains I had heard of before, 
Sol! gave him a Smile, but indeed gave no more. 


be confident Shepherd, encourag'd by this, 
an's 1 aflure you, to raviſh a Kiſs; 

I vow in the Struggle my Rutiles I tore, 
So frowning proteſted 1'd ice him no more. 
Next Morning 1 found him, reclin'd on his Crook, 
All foltue s his Voice, all Sadneſs his Look; 

He intrea'e Forgiveneſs a thouſand Times o'er, 
Aud Tolennly vowed he'd do ſo no more. 


13 "The Fron and the (Quarrels of Lovers how weak, 
For Cupid lamielt in his Favour did ſpeak ; 
So the Swain to my Breaſt I again did reſtore, 
Vor trult me my Anger could hold out no more. 


Nor wonder, dear Girls, that I treated him ſo, 
For on Sunday together to Church we hall go. 


Ihougn to quit and forget him, J often have ſwore, 'Y 
Forgive me this once, and I'll do ſo no more. \ 


God ſave the King: 
Send him victorious, 
Happy, and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 


peat ; 5 God fave the King. 


: 4 
Nt 5 x 
3 SONG CLIX: oy 
v. Set by Ir. Handel. ö : 
4 OD ſave creat George, our King, 3 
2 Long live our noble King, 1 


O Lord, 


| 168 | bo 
O Lord, our God, ariſe, To 
Scatter his Enemies, | . 
And make them fall: ' a 
Confound their Politics, I 1 
Fruſtrate their knaviſh Tricks; be 
On him our Hopes we fix, | At 
God ſave us all, ' 
| 

Thy choiceſt Gifts in Store, | 1 
On George be pleas' d to pour, * 
Long may he reign; H. 
May he defend our Law I E. 


And ever give us Cauſe, 
To ſing with Heart and Voice, 
God ſave the King. 


>< 
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ONO CLX. 


Sung in the Serenata of Solomon. 


E LL me, lovely Shepherd. where, 
Thou feed'ſt at Noon thy ilicecy Care; 
Direct me to the ſweet Retreat, 
That guards thee from the Mid-day Heat; 
Leſt by thy Flocks lonely ſtray, 
Without a Guide and loſe my Way; 
Where re!t at Noon the bleating Care, 
Gentle Shepherd, tell me where. 


8.0-N © ELXE 
Sung in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HENIwasayoung one, what Girl was like me 
So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a Bee; 
I tattled, I rambſed, I laugh'd, and where e'er 2 
A Fiddle was heard, — to be ſure I was there. 8 5 
11 

85 
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To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay ; 

FF was this Sir—and that Sir—but ſcarce ever nay 3 
nd Sundays dreſs'd out in my Silks and my Lace, 
| Warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the Place. 


. twenty I got me a Huſband, poor Man! 
ell reſt him; we all are as good as we can 
Pet he was ſo pecviſh, he'd quarrel for Straws, 


And jcalous—tho' truly I gave him ſome Cauſe. 


—— — — — 


He ſnubb'd me, and huff'd me, but let me alone; 
gad Pve a Tongue, and JI paid him his own; 
e Wives, take the Hint, and when Spouſe 1s un- 
| tow'rd, 
tand firm to our Charter, and have the laſt Word. 


a 
* 


7 
Br: now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my Woe ; 
m not what I was forty Summers ago : 


ET his Time's a fore Foe, there's no ſhunning his Dart 
Nowever, I keep up a pretty good Heart. 
7 


- 
G 


1 Srown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum-chance, 
ES fill love a Tune, though unable to dance; 


Ind Books of Devotion laid by on my Shelf, 
teach that to others, I once did myſelf, 


4 


In Ringlets waving down his Pack. 


| S.QO Ni - CLANEH. 

ES Set by Dr. Boyce. In the Serenata of Solomon. 
: N his Face, the vernal Role, 
| Blended with the Lilly lows ; 

f His Locks are as the Raven black, 


= His Eyes with milder Beauties beam, 
= Than billing Doves beſide the Sticum; 
J 
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His youthful Cheeks are Beds of Flow'rs, 
Enripen'd by refreſhing Show'rs. 
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His Lips are of the Roſe's Hue, 

Still dropping with a fragrant Dew; i 
Tall as the Cedar, he appears, 4 
And, as erect, his Form he bears. 


SONG CLXIV. | 
Sung by Myr. Lowe. 


ATR Hebe J left, with a cautious Deſign, 
To *ſcape from her Charms, and to drown 'em 
in Wine; 
I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, FT 
The Wine in my Head, and ſtill Love in my Heart.“ 


I repair'd to my Reaſon, intreated her Aid, 
Who paus'd on my Caſe, and each Circumſtance 
weigh'd; * 
Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my Prayer, 
'That Hebe was faireſt, of all that was fair. 


That's a Truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be taught; 
] came-tor your Counſel, to find out a Fault; 

If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 
To find Fault with Hebe, would forfeit my Name.“ 


2 
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What Hopes then, ales! of Relief from my Pain, 

While, like Light'ning, ſhe darts thro? each throb- 
bing Vein; 8 

My Senſes ſurpriz'd, in her Favour took Arms, 

And Reaſon confirms me a Slave to her Charms. 
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SO N G--CLXV. 


Set by Dr. Green. 


\ AIR Sally lov'd a bonny Seaman, 
With Tears the ſent him out to roam; 
Young Thomas lov'd no other Woman, 
But left his Heart with her at home: 
She view'd the Sea from off the Hill, 
And, as ſhe turn'd the Spinning Wheel, 
Sung of her bonny Seaman. 


The Winds blew loud, and ſhe grew paler, 
To ſee the Weather-cock turn round ; 
When lo! ſhe ſpy'd her bonny Sailor 
Come finging o'er the fallow Ground: 
With nimble Haſte he leap'd the Stile, 
Fair Sa/ly met him with a Smile, 
And hugg'd her bonny Sailor. 


Faſt round the Waiſt he took his Sally, 4 
But firſt around his Mouth wip'd he; 3 
Like home-bred Swains he could not dally, | 
But kiſs'd and preſs'd her with a Glee; 
Thro* Winds and Waves, and darking Rain, 
Cry'd he, thy Tom's return'd again, 
And brings a Heart for Sally. 


This Knife, the Gift of lovely Sally, 
I {till have kept for thy dear Sake ; 

And oftentimes, in am'rous F olly, 
Thy Name has carv'd upon the Deck: 

Again the happy Pledge returns, 

To tell how truly Tommy burns, 

How true he * tor Sally, 

2 
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This Thimble didſt thou give to Sa, 

When this I ſee, ] think of you ; 
Then why does Tom ſtand ſhill 1, ſhall I, 

While yonder Steeple's in our View? 
Tom, never to Occaſion blind, 
Now took her in the willing Mind, 

And went to Church with Sally, 


SONG CLXVI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. In Thomas and Sally. 


ERE I as poor as Wretch can be, 

As great as any Monarch, he, 
Ere on ſuch Terms I'd mount his Throne, 
I'd work my Fingers to the bone. 


Grant me, ye Pow'rs, I aſk not Wealth, 
Grant me but Innocence and Health; 
Ah! what is Grandeur link'd to Vice? 
Tis only Virtue gives it Price. 
SQ NG CLXVII. 
Set by Dr. Arne. In Eliza. 


M Y fond Shepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 


Their fair Nymphs were ſo happy and gar 


hat each Night they went ſafely to reſt, 
And they merrily ſung thro' the Day: 
But ah! what a Scene mult appear, 

' Muſt the ſweet rural Paſtimes be o'er ? 
Shall the Tabor no more ſtrike the Ear? 


Shall the Dance on the Green be no more? 
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ZBMut the Flocks from their Paſtors be led? 
Muſt the Herds go wild ſtraying abroad ? 
hall the Looms be all ſtopp'd in each Shed, 
And the Ships be all moor'd in each Road? 

5 1 Muit the Arts be all ſcatter'd abroad, 

And ſhall Commerce grow ſick of the Tide ? 

| Mutt Religion expire on "the Ground, 


F And ſhall Virtue fink down by her Side? 


| SONG CLXVL. 
Set by Mr, Worgan. 


Sang by Mit Stevenſon at Vauxhall. 
, 


Met in our 1 Mage a Swain t'other Day, 

K | He ſtopt me, and begg'd me 4 Moment tO ſtay, 

4 Then! [> uu! ſh'd d, and i In Language 1 ne *er he: Tye! before, 
He talk'd much of Love, and ſome Pains that he 
hana 

Dore: 

But what was his Meaning I know not, I vow; 
© Yet, alas! my poor Heart felt, I cannot tell how, 


Fach Morning the TJeſfa mine, Vi'let and Roſe, 
He brings me, and ev'ry ſweet Flower that grows; 
The ſweeteſt, and gayeſt he picks from the reſt, 
und begs me to wear theſe fine Things in my Breaſt ; 
But what 1 is his Meaning, 1 know not, I vow; 
pet, alas! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tell how: 


At my Feet the young Shepherd for ever I ſee, 
Proteſting he never lov'd any but me; 

ie gazes with Tranſport and kiſſes me too, 

A ad ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true; 
But what is his Meaning, I know not, I vow 

= Yet, alas! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


Mu þ 13 I oft 
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Loft ſee the Tears ſtreaming faſt from his Eyes, 
And hear him, poor Youth, breath a thouſand of 
Sighs; | : 

He tells me no Nymph in the World is like me, 
Nor Shepherd alive ſo unhappy as he: 
But what is his Meaning I know not, I vow; | : 
Yet alas! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tell how, | 7 


Why does the dear Shepherd to me thus complies, 
And ſay that my Eyes are the Cauſe of his Pain; 
Indeed ever fince his ſad Fate I depicre, 

And I wiſh I knew how he might ſuffer no more, 
FH do all I can to reheve him I] vow, 

| If he will be ſo kind, as to teach me but how, 


SONG CLXIX. 
Set & Dr. Arne. Sung by Miſs Brent, in the oil | 


Crew. 


OW ſweet is the Ev'ning Air, 
When the Laſſes all prepare, 
So trim and ſo clean, 

To trip it o'er the Green, 

And meet with their Sweethearts there: 
While the pale Town Laſs, 
Diſguiſes her Face, 

To ſqueak at a Maſquerade ; 

Where the proudeſt Prude 
May be ſubdu'd, 

And when ſhe cries, you're rude, 
You may conclude, 

She will not die a Maid. 
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SONG CLXX, 
Set by Dr, Arne. In Thomas and Sally. 


| | IF E's a Garden, rich in Treaſure, 


J, Bury'd like the Seeds in Farth; 
There lie Joy, Contentment, Pleaſure, 
But 'tis Love muſt give them Birth. 


That warm Sun its Aid denying, 
We no Happineſs can taſte; 

But in cold Obſtruction lying, 
Life is all one barren Waſte. 


SONG CLXXI, 


The COQUETTE. Sung at Ranelagh. 


OR Florimel, ſo fair of late, 

To ſigh was all the Faſhion ; 
The witty, handſome, brave and great, 

By Turns declar'd their Paſſion : 
From Court, from Camp, from Grove, from 

Plain, 

By Crowds of Swains ſurrounded, 
"Twas ſtill her Pride each Heart to pain, 

But heal not one ſhe wounded. 


But now grown old, ſhe'd fain repair 
Her loſs of Time and Pleaſure ; 

With willing Eyes and wanton Air, 
Inviting every Gazer. 


14 Wich 


| 1176 
With practis'd Smiles ſhe ſoon beguile: 


| From Froſt to Fire relenting f 
No billing Dove more pants for Love, 7 
| Before the's aſk'd conſenting. F 
; 7 
lj But Love's a Summer Flower that dies, f 
| With the firſt Weather changing ; 11 
The Lover, like the Swallow flies, [A 
| From Sun to Sun ſtill ranging: 
| From hence, ſince Youth w ill ſoon away, 1 
Ye Fair, this Leſſon borrow, | 
| 1ie naughty Maid that's aſk'd to- day, | 
| Conſents too late to-morrow, 
| 1 
| > ON. G CLAXI. | 
Set 45 Dr. Arne. Sung by Mi, Brent in th: I v! | 
| Crew. 
| 


H O' Ladies look gay, when of Beauty ty 
boaſt, 
And Miſers are envy'd when wealth 1s increas'd 
| The Vapours oft kill all the ſoys of a 'Toalt; 
And the Miter's a Wretch, when he pays tor tt: 
Feaſt. | 


The Pride of the great, of the rich, FE | 
May Pity beſpeak, but Envy can't inove; Be 
My Thoughts are no farth ler aſpiring, | 
| No more my fond Heart is deſiring, 
} Than Freedom, Content, and the Vat 
p that ] love. 


i 8 ON. 
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1 
1 SONG CLXXIII. 
f Set by Dr. Arne. 1n Thomas and Sally. 


HAT May-day of Life is for Pleaſure, 
| For Singing, for Dancing, and Show; 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a T reaſare; 
In ſighing, and crying—heigho ? 


„ | Let copy the Bird in the Meadow, 
Py her's tune your Pipe when 'tis low: 
* Fly round, and coquet it as the does, 
And never fit crying —heigho. 


Th ,0ugh when in the Arms of a Lover, 
It ſometimes may happen, I know; 
„hat ere all our Toying is over, 
hie, We cannot help cryiag- —heigho. 


| in Age, ev'ry one a new Part takes, 
teh TI find to my Sorrow ?tis fo; 


When old, you may cry till your Heart achs, 


eas d But no one will mind you-heigho. 
or the E SONG CLXXIV. 
The Mords and Muſic by Dr. Arne. 
"= 
en A favourite Song. Sung by Miſs Brent. 
YMPHS and Shepherds come away, 


N Wanton in the iweets of May; 


M Trip it o'er the flowry Lawns, 
Wanton as the bounding Fawns ; 
Frolick, buxom, blithe, and g gay, 
<7 © Nymphs and Shepherds come away. : 
1 5 8 0 N. G. 
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SONG CLXXV. | F 

Set by Dr. Arne. In Thomas and Sally, 

\> AN the weak Taper's feeble Rays, 
h 


4 
* „ 


Or Lamps tranſmit the Sun's bright Blaz: 

! no—then ſay how ſhall I, 1 

In Words be able to expreſs | 

My Love ?—it burns to ſuch Exceſs, 
i almoſt die for Sally, 


When late I wander'd o'er the Plain, 

From Nymph to Nymph, I trove in vain, 
My wild Deſires to rally; 

But now they're of themſelves come home, 

And, ſtrange! no longer ſeek to roam: 
They center all in Sally. 


E rern 


Yet ſhe, unkind one, damps my Joy, 
And cries I court but to deſtroy : 

Can Love with Ruin tally ? 
By thofe dear Lips, thoſe Eyes, I ſwear, 
I would all Deaths, all Torments bear, 
| Rather than injure Sally. 


Come then, oh come, thou ſweeter far ! 

Than jeſſamine and Roſes are, 

| Or Lillies of the Valley; 

0 O follow Love, and quit your Fear, 

He'll guide you to theſe Arms, my Dear, 
And make me bleſt in Salh, 


So NG 
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CON OG CLAXYTI. 
Sp i176 AMV DE. 


Set by Dr. Arne, for the Monthly Melody: 


ECREPIT Winter limp'd away, 
Now youthful Spring all trim and gay, 
Come tripping o'er the ſunny Plain, 
With Health and Pleaſure in her Train: 


= She comes, and lo! where'er ſhe treads, 


n, 


Soft Cowſlips lift their velvet Heads ; 
With Snow-drops white, and Vi'lets blue, 
And Flowers of every Leaf and Hue, 


Hail! ſmiling Seaſon, woo'd by thee, 
Town has no longer Charms for me; 
Sated with Folly, Smoak, and Noiſe, 


II pant for calmer purer Joys: $ 
Lead me, ſome rural Genius, where * 
The wanton, cool, and balmy Air, 4 
Freſh breathing from Hill, Mead, and Grove, q 
Inſpires Feſtivity and Love. 5 
Thrice happy Man, whoſe friendly Fate iN 


Affords a pleaſant Country Seat; 

Secure Retirement, and Defence, 

From Bus'neſs and Impertinence : 

There he may ſtretch, beneath the Shade 
For Eaſe and Contemplation made ; 

And, neither Spy nor Whiſp'rer near, 
Enjoy the Beauties of the Year. 


I 6 SONG 
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SONG CLAXXVII: 1 
Set by Dr. Arne. In the Oratorio of Alfred the (45 
RISE, ſweet Meſſenger of Morn, | % 
With thy mild Beams this Ifle adorn; | 7 
For long as Shepherds pipe and play, ' 3 
This, this ſhall be a Holiday, & 


See Morn appears, a roſy Hue, 
Steals ſoft o'er yonder orient Blue: 
Well are we met in trim Array, 
To frolic out this Holiday. 


Each Nymph be like the bluſhing Morn, 


That gaily brightens o'er the Lawn, | 
Lach Shepherd like the Sun be gay, | 
And grateful keep this Holiday. | 


SONG CLXXVIII. 
Se: by Dr. Arne. In Thomas and Sally. 


my — ee end 


LL you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a Lie 
| Learn how the Affair's to be done; ; 
ll For if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an A5. 

1 You'll looſe her, as ſure as a Gun. 


N With whining, ard ſighing, and Vows, and all th: 
| As far as you pl-aſe, you may run; a 
N She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a P:,þ* 
Fi But jilt you, as ſure as a Gun, 


To worſhip, and call her bright Goddeſs, is Hu- 
ö But 1 you the Conſequence, Mun; 

t The baggage will think herſelf really divine, 

N And ſcorn you, as ſure as a Gun. 


Thea 
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Then be with a Maiden bold, frolic, and out, 
And no Opportunity ſhun; 

She'll tell you ſhe hates you, and ſwear ſhell cry out; 

But mum ſhe's as ſure as a Gun, 


dorn; | SONG CLXXIX. 
Set by Dr. Arne. In the Jovial Crew. 


HE tuneful Lark, who from her Neſt, 
3 FEre yet well-fledg'd is ſtol'n away, 
With Care attended and careſs'd, 
She {ſometimes ſings the live-long Day, 
Vet fill her native Fields ſhe mourns 
In Her Jailer hates, his Kindneſs ſcorns, 
| For Freedom pants, for Freedom burns. 
That darling Freedom once obtain'd, 
Unf:ill'd, untaught to fearch for Prey, 
She mourns the Liberty ſhe gain'd, 
And hungry, pines her Hours away : 1 
Helpleſs, the little Wand'rer flies, 1 
There homeward turns her longing Eyes, 1 
1 And warbling out her Griet, ſhe dies. | 


= *** llc eh. i * 


4 SONG CLXXX. I 


Bn a UT T Pow. =: 


111 11:6 ORN with the Vices of my kind, 
HE I were inconſtant too, 
a Pa- Monimia, could I rambling find, 
A fairer Nymph than you: 
The rolling Surges of my Blood, 
ö Ene. By Virtue now ebb'd low, 
Should a new Show'r increaſe the Flood, 
Too ſoon would overflow. 
Too ſoon would overflow. 


182 
But, Frailty, when thy Face I ſee, 
Does Modeſty retire ? 
Uncommon muſt that Beauty be, 
Whoſe Look can bound Defire : 
Not to my Virtue but thy Pow'r, 
This Conſtancy is due; 
Where Change itſelf can give no more, 
Tis eaſy to be true. 


; SONG CLXXXT, 
MaYy-Eve, or KATE of ABERDER x, 


H E filver Moon's enamour'd Beam 
Steals ſoftly through the Night, 
To wanton with the winding Stream, 
And kiſs reflected Light, 
To Courts be gone, Heart ſoothing Sleep 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I May's wakeful Vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The Nymphs and Swains expectant wait, 
In Primroſe Chaplets gay, 

Till Morn unbars her golden Gate, 
And gives the promis'd May: 

The Nymphs and Swains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May—when ſeen, 

Not half fo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberaten. 


I'll tune my Pipe to playful Notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding Grove, 
Till new-wak'd Birds diſtend their Throats, 


And hail the Maid | love: 


At 


| 
| 
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At her Approach, the Lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd Green; 

Fond Birds, 'tis not the Morning breaks, 

"Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now blithſome o'er the dewy Mead, 
Where Elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal Dance young Shepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd Lay ; 

Till May in Morning-robe draws nigh, 
And claims a Virgin Queen ; 

The Nymphs and Swains exulting cry, 
«« Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” 


SONG CLXXXIL 
Set by Dr. Arne. In Thomas and Sally. 
RECITATIVE. 


VAST, my Boys, avaſt, all Hands on Shore, 
A Meſs-mates, what Cheer? Old England, hey! 
once more. | 

Pm thinking how the Wenches will rejoice 

Out with your Preſents, Boys, and taxe your Choice, 
Preanold Sweetheart but look - there's the Town; 
Weigh Anchor, tack about, and let's bear down. 


Ars. 


From plowing the Ocean, and thraſhing Mounſeer, 
In Old England we're landed once more; 
Your Hands, my brave Comrades, holloo Boys, 
what Cheer! 


For a Sailor that's juſt come aſhore ? 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe hectoring Blades thought toſcare us, no doub! 
And to cut us, and flaſh us —Morblier / 
But hold there, avaſt, they were plaguily out, 
We have ſlic'd them, and pepper'd them too, 
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Then Courage, my Hearts, your own Conſequence 

5 | know, 

Y | Yon Invaders ſhall ſoon do you Right ; 

I] | The Lion may rouſe, when he hears the Cock crow, 
But ſhould never be put in a Fright, 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical Jars, 
Your damn'd Party and idle Conteſt; | 
And let all your Strife be, like us honeſt Tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his Country belt. 


A ſeafaring Spark, if the Maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering Gypſies look to't ; 

Sound Bottoms they'll find us, in ev'ry reſpect, 
And our Pockets well laden to Boot. 


CR mR——— 


The Landiman, mayhap, in the Way of Diſcourſe, | 
Have more Art, to perſuade and the like ; | 

But ware thoſe falſe Colours, for better, for wort, 
Is the Bargain we're willing to ſtrike. 


Now long live the King, may he proſperous rcign, 
Of no Power, no Faction afraid ; 

May Britain's proud Flag ſtill exult o'er the Main, 
At all Points of the Compaſs diſplay'd. 


No Quickſands endanger, no Storms overwhelm, |} 

1 Steady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe fail ; 

No ignorant Pilots e'er fit at her Helm, 
Or her Anchor of liberty fail, 


1} SONG 
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SONG CLXXXIII. 
To Max IA, an Op E. 


HE N abſent from the Maid I love, 

The flow'ry Mead, the iragrant Grove, 
Cannot afford Delight! 

Maria's Preſence chears the Pay; 

Ihe Sun affords a brighter Ray; 


To bleſs the Shepherd's Sigut, 


My fleecy Care, when ſhe's away, 

To Woodland Glades unheeded ſtray ; 
While, ſtretch'd beneath the Shade, 

Their penſive Maſter heaves his DBrealt, 

(Once the glad Seat of Joy and Rett) 


A e ee 1 ' 

By Love unhappy made: if 
*| 

Too ſwift the pleaſing Moments fly, W 
Whene'er the charming Maid is by, 4 


And ſooths the Shepherd's Pain: 
Her every Look my Boſom warms ! 
Her every Word Attention charms |! 

But ah! I love in vain. 


LI 
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Yet Oh! be ſtill, my beating Heart, 

With Patience bear the raving Smart! 
Till Death diſſolve my Care! 

Come, friendly Sleep! and eaſe my Grief, 

Tis thou alone canſt give Relief, 


And heal my ſad deſpair. 


- ” — 
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Some happier Swain, if ſuch there is, 
Deſerving of ſo great a Bliſs, 
Will take her to his Arms; 
While I to foreign Climes repair, 
And try n my ſad Deſpair, 
With raging War's Alarms. 


SONG CLXXXIV. 
PraTto's Anrvice, A favourite Song. 


Q AY S Plato, why ſhould Man be vain, | 
de 


| 
Since bounteous Heaven has made him great; | 


Why looketh he with inſolent Diſdain, 

On thoſe undeck'd with Wealth or State: 
Can coſtly Robes, or Beds of Down, 

And all the Gems that deck the Fair, 


"Þ Can all the ( lories of a Crown, 
1 Give Health, or eaſe the Brow of Care. 
II. 


| The ſcepter'd King, the burthen'd Slave, 
\ The humble and the haughty dye, 
I 'The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
| In Duſt without Diſtin&ion lye. 
Go ſearch the Tombs where Monarchs reſt, 
| Who once the preateſt Titles wore 
| Their Wealth and Glory 1s bereft, 
| And all their Honours are no more. 


ITT. 


— flies the Meteor thro' the Skies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded Train, 
When ſhot 'tis gone, its Beauty dies, 

Diſſolves to common Air again: 


Ercat; 


N 


'3 
Let's crown our Joys with flowing Bowls, 


1 
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so tis with us my jovial Souls, 


Let Friendſhip reign while here we ſtay 


When Jove he calls we muſt away. 


SONG. CLXXXV. 


H! wou'd'ſt thou know what ſecret Charm, 
Will thy Myrtilla's Hate diſarm ; 


Leave all thoſe little trifling Arts, 
Which only pleaſe more trifling Hearts, 


With Reaſon woo the lovely Maid, 
Nor think delufive Fears an Aid; 
Myrtilla well the Diff rence knows, 
Ju cen real and affected Woes, 


If e'er you flatter, all's undone: 
Myrtilla will not thus be won; 

Her Senſe and Spirit well declare, 

She feeds on ſomething more than Air. 


The Fop that lifts her to the Sky, 
She thinks unworthy a Reply; 

For this is her eſtabliſh'd Rule, 

A Flatt'rer “ Is or Knave or Fool.“ 


SONG CXXXVI. 


Set by Dr. Arne. In Thomas and Sally. 
USPICIOUS Spirits, guard my Love, 


In Time of Danger near him bide; 
With out-{pread Wings around him move, 
And turn each Random Ball aſide. 

And 
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And you his Foes, though Hearts of Stecl, 
Oh ! may you then with me accord ; 
A ſympathetick Paſſion feel, 
Behold his Face, and drop the Sword, 


Ye Winds, your bluſt'ring Fury leave, 
Like Airs that o'er the Garden ſweep; 
Zreathe ſoft in Sighs, and gentle heave, 


The calm, ſmooth Boſom of the Deep. 


Till Halcy:n Peace return'd once more, 
From Blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile Harms ; 
My Sailor views his native Shore, 

And harbours ſafe in theſe fond Arms, 


SONG CLXXXVII. 


Write to true Britons, I mean not the Men, 
But to Women of Spirit, to do all they c. m. 
To ſtand for their Rights, as they would for th 
Lives, 
And prove tothe World that they're true B. iti 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


May each Girl, that wants Spirit, be wed toa Chu! 

Let ſuch be infipid, and ſtupidly dull, 

Be grave and look: gloomy, till you can provo. 

Some Chat, that may end in an innocent joke. 

Shall we tamely to turbulent Spouſes ſubmit ? 

Who only find Fault, why? becauſe they thin! 

When my Huſband turns Turk, and can prove | 
no Soul, 

Fl be blindly obedient, nor dare to controul, 


= 


Since our Men are great Heroes and conquer thei: 
Foes, 

Shall we Women want Courage one Man to oppol: 

Since our Sires, and our Offspring, can fight ors 
to ten, 


Let's prove ourſelves worthy of brave Britiſh Mer. 
tn 


ecl. 


= 


_— 
Re 
0 
* 


[ 189 ] 


4 , 
In Ages long paſt, from a great Eaſtern King, 


That Women were ſtrongeſt good Proof I can bring, 


hen if we, with a Brizi King plac'd onthe Throne, 


Won't ſtand for our Rights, we deſerve to have none. 


Let's be Heroines all, and ſtand up for the Truth, 
Brave Matron, fine Lady, poor Woman, or Youth, 
If we're wrong, let us own it, but if we are right, 
Cry Freedom and Property with all our Might. 
Then all act like Sarah, and you will be prais'd, 
Be never affrighted, nor ever amaz'd ; 

But ſtand for your Rights as you would for your Lives, 
That your Huſbands may know when they've got 
Britiſh Wives. 


S O N G:-CLXXXVIITI: 
The TEMPEST of Wax. 


E T the Tempeſt of War, 
Be heard from afar, 
With Trumpets? and Cannons? Alarms, 
Let the Brave if they will, 
By their Valour or Skill, 
Seek Honour and Conqueſt in Arms. 


To hve ſafe and retire, 
Is. what J defire, 
Of my Flocks and my Cl:e poſſeſt: 
For in them I obtain 
True Peace, without Pain, 


7 And the laſing Enjoyment of Reſt, 


In ſome Cottage, or Cell, 
Lake a Shepherd to dwell, 
From all Interruption at Eaſe: 


I In a peaceable Life, 


To be bleſt with a Wife, 
Who will ſtudy her Huſband to pleaſe, 
"SD: 0 
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SONG CLXXXIX 


The SAILORS RETURN. 


Set by Dr. Arne. In Thomas and Sally, 


HE. 


ET Fops pretend in Flames to melt, 
And talk of Pangs they never felt; 
P 


eak without Diſguiſe, or Art, 
And with my Hand beſtow my Heart. 
S HE, 


Let Ladies prudiſſily deny, 


Look cold, and give their Thoughts the Lye; 


1 


I own the Paſſion in my Breaſt, 
And long to make my Lover bleſt. 


H xk. 
For this the Sailor, on the Maſt, 
Endures the Cold and cutting Blaſt ; 


All dripping wet, wears out the Night, 
And braves the Fury of the Fight, 


SHE, 


For this the Vargin pines, and ſighs, 
With throbbing Heart, and ſtreaming Eyes; 
Till iweet Reverſe of Joy ſhe proves, 
And claps the faithful Lad ſhe loves, 


BOT R. 


Ye Britiſb Youths, be brave, you'll find, 
The Britiſb Virgins will be kind; 
Protect their Beauty from Alarms, 

And they'll repay you with its Charms, 


The End of PART I. 


1 THE 
BULL-FINGCH. 


5 er . 


elt, 30 NI. 


A DIiAaLOCVURE 


| * by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, and Mr. 
3 Lowe, at Vauxhall Gardens. 


> Lye; . De PHNE. 


ELL me, Auxintor, gentle Swain, 
Saw you my Love trip o'er the Plain? 
Soon as the Sun brought on the Day, 
From yonder Cot he ſtole away. 
AulN TOR. 


As I paſs'd through yon diſtant Vill, 
A Wake was kept beneath the Hill ; 
I heard the echoing Rocks reſound, 
For Strephon had his Silvia crown'd, 
5 Dar hx. 
yes; 1 Then fly Regard, diſſolve in Air, 
For one that's falſe I'll ſcorn to care; 
My Heart I'll give ſome better Swain, 
Who has a Heart to give again. 
1 AMIN TOR. 
» Then fix it here, Þll own the Prize, 
Aminter for his Daphne dies; 
And longs in Hymen's Bands to prove, 
With her the Sweets of mutual Love. 


B \. Daruxrx, 


121 
N DaPHN E. 
Methinks I've heard, or *twas a jeſt, 
That Flavia reigns within your Breaſt; 
What room then for a wretched Maid, 
Who is rejected and betray'd ? 
AMINTOR. 
Flavia, belicve me, yeſter Morn, 
Ere Phebus bruſh'd the dewy Thorn, 
By C:inthis to the Church was led, 
Though bound to grace my nuptial Bed, 
Dar HHNE. 
Ther welcome Shepherd, haſte away, 
My Heart, and Hand, ſhall both obe y. 
BOru. 
While others dare inconſtant prove, 


Till Death forbids, we'll live, and love. 
6 O'N G- II. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall. 


Have rambl'd, I own it, whole Years up, and 
al dawn, 


Such Fancies have plagued me, that oft in my Life 
I've been ready to ſtart at the Name of a Wife. 


| But ſnam'd from my Fears, that have oft broke n 
. Reſt, 
1 And weary with roving, both cloy'd, and unblett; 
I'!l try to be happy the reſt of my Life, 

And venture, tho? late, yet at laſt, on a Wife. 


Then farewel the Jiit, and the Fool, and the Bold, 
I quit vou with Pleaſure before 1 grow old; 

One Gul of my Heart I will take to for Life, 
And enough of all Conſcicnce, I think, is one Wife. 


| 
yl 


Ant. ad 


And ſigh'd o'er each beautiful Nymph of the Tou 


51 


n ſearch the Town over this fair One to find, 

Nor fickle, nor jealous, nor vain, nor unkind ; | 

8 Whoſe Wit, and good Humour, may hold it for Life, 
And then, if ſhe'll have me, I'll make her my Wife. 


Iris time, that the Follies of Life had an End, 
And ſoon, nay, this Inſtant, I'm ready to mend; 
8 What Wonder there'll be, at fo alter'd a Life, 

| If you're wile, you, like me, will reſolve on a Wite. 


1 SONG III. 


7 Set by Mr. Dubourg, Sung by Mrs. Vincent, at 
q Vaux-hall. 


4 HE Lark's ſhrill Note awakes the Morn, 
T The Breezes wave the ripen'd Corn; 
| The yellow! Harveſt free from Spoil, 
Rewards the happy Farmer's Toll ; 
The flowing Bow] ſucceeds the Flail, 
| O'er which he tells the jocund Tale. 


7 
N 
13 
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SONG. IV. 


GREAT-BRITAIN for ever. 


«- in. 6 endo Sr 


Let by My. Worgan, Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall: 


3 


This Song alſo goes lo the Tune of, Prince Eugene's March, 


A RR the loud Drum 
Hark the fhrill I rumpet ſounds to Arms! 

Come, Þr:tors, come, 
Prepar'd for War's Alarms. 

Whilſt in Array we ſtand, 

What French Man dares to land; 
Sure, in th' Attempt, to meet his Doom, 
A leaden Death, or wat'ry Tomb. 

'The Briton brave, 

On Land or Wave 
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Will Invaders defy, 
Will repulſe them or die, 
And ſcorns to live a Slave. 


Recall the Days 
When bravely our Forefathers fought ; 
When crown'd with Praiſe, 
They Patriot Glory ſought. 
Bid their high Deeds inſpire, 
Bid Magna Charta fire 
Greatly they labour'd for our Good, 
All Forms of "Tyranny withſtood: 
Theſe we defy, 
On our own Strength rely. 
What Briton {o baſe, 
Wou'd his Country diſgrace, 
And from his Colours fly ? 
Now Party Spite, 
No more our Meaſures will oppoſe, 
For all unite, 
Gainſt our inſulting Foes, 
All then in Chorus ſing, 
Long live our gracious King 
Fill to George the ſparkling Bowl, 
Hand it round each loyal Soul! 
Riſe Patriot Fame ! 
Thy Glories praclaim, 
Who his Sword boldly draws, 
In his Country's Cauſe, 
Will win a deathleſs Name. 


SONG. V. ; 
Jet by Mr. Worgan, Sung fy Mrs. Vincent, at Vaut f 
all, l 


OW the Snow-drops lift their Heads, 
Cowſlips riſe from dewy Beds; 
2 
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Silver Lillies paint the Grove, 
Welcome May, and welcome Love. 


Now the Bee, with pliant Wings, 

Flow'ry Spoils, unweary'd brings; 

Spoils, that Nymphs, and Swains approves 
Soft as May, and ſweet as Love. 


Whilſt a-down the ſlopy Hills, 
Trickle of the purling Rills ; 
Balmy Sweets perfume the Grove, 
May unbends the Soul to Love. 


Long the icy Maid denies, 

Nor regards her Shepherd's Siyhs ; 
Now your fond Petitions move, 
May's the Seaſon form'd for Love. 


On the Fair that decks our Ile, 
May each Grace, each Virtue {mile ; 
And our happy Shepherds prove, 
Days of Eaſe, and Nights of Love. 


ON VL 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, at 
Vauxhall. 


IGHT, to Lovers Joys a Friend, 
Swiftly thy Aſſiſtance lend! 
Lock up envious frying Day, 
Bring the willing Voutu away. 
Haſte, Oh ! ſpeed the tedious Hours, 
To the ſecret happy Bowers ; 


Then my Heart for Bliſs prepare, 
T hyr/is ſurely will be there 


See the hateful Day 1s gone, 


Welcome Evening now comes on; 
B 3 | 
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Soon to meet my Dear ] fly, 
None but Love ſhall then be by. 


None ſhall dare to venture near, 

1 tell the plighted Vows they hear; 
Parting thence Kill be the Pain, 

But à e part to meet again. 

Don't you feel a pleaſing Smart, 
Gently ſtealing to your Heart, 

Fondly hope, and tondly tigh ? 


For my Shepherd oft do I, 


Wiſh in Hymen's Bands to join, 

11 be your's, and you'll be mine; 
Tell me, Thi, tell me this, 
Tell me when, and teil me, yes. 


Fare vel, loit'ring idle Day, 
Jo my dear, I hie away ; 

Un tne Wings of Love I go, 
He the ready Way will ſhow, 


Peace, my Heart, nor Danger fear, 
Love, and Tris both are near; 
"Tis the Youth, I'm ſure tis he, 
Night, how much I owe to thee. 


SONG VII. 


VaLENTINE's Day. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, at 


Vauxhall. 


% 1 > 42 "HM 


HEN laſt we parted on the Plain, 
Fond Damon ſcem'd full loth to go; 
He kiſs'd, and ſaid that ſoon again, 


He'd come, and would not leave me ſo. 
| or 


at 


* 


17 


For that, ſays he, the Time is ncar, 
And then, my Love, I do defiyn, 


It is the beſt Day in the Year, 


To come and be your Valentine. 


I wiſh'd the tedious Hours to fly, 
And long'd the look'd-for Day to tee; 
And as the Time grew ſtill more nigh, 
How bleſt, thought I, muſt Nancy be 


The Morning came, and at my Door, 
I heard a Voice that ſaid incline, 

For once, dear Girl, if never more, 
To me, and be my Valentine. 


A thouſand Fears diſturb'd my Mind, 
Thyrfts was there in Damon's Stead ; 


1 thought the Vouth was quite unkind, 


Nor knew what ſhould be done or ſaid. 


I hop'd it cou'd not be a Sin, 

In ſpite to Damon, now not mine, 
To let the kinder Tris in, 

And be the Shepherd's Valentine. 
Nor what I did, do J repent, 

For fickle Damon ſoon as light, 


To Lucy, that ſame Morning, went, 
Nor has been ſince from out her Si Zht. 


And Thyr/is, late but half-lov'd Swain, 
I now both all, and only mine, 

I bleſs the Time that once was Pain, 
He came to be my Valentine. 


B 4 SONG 
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SONG VIII. 
4A LOYAL Song. Ou 
Set by My. Worgan, Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Van. Ou 


hall. ng 

EE Royal Edward land, 5 
See him on Cherburg Strand, uy 
Bravely advance | | * 
Third Edward s glorious Name, ve 
Bids emulate his Fame, I 


And Pritons Wrongs proclaim, 
Through bleeding Fance. 


Pour Wine a copious rill, 

Next to bold Amherſt fill, 

3 Baſcanben— all. 

| Switt from America, 

5 Drive, drive the French away, 

Sound forth with loud Huzza 
Cape Breton's Fall! 


With George we'll cloſe the Song, 
May Heav'n his Days prolong, 
A mighty Store! 
O'er Britons brave, and free, 
Who all as one agree, 
Flouriſh his Progeny, 
Till Time's no more. 


SONG IX. 
Huzz.a for the Tars of Old England! 
Sung by Mr. Atkins, at Sadler's Wells. 


Ritannia no longer, o'er Injuries dreams, 
B For France now has ſuffered for all her ſy 
Schemes, Mor- 


Vaux. 


r ſly 
Mor- 


Morblieu! cry the Monſieurs! indeed ſo it ſeems. 
1 Oh the brave 'Tars of old England, 
And oh, the old Eng/i/o brave Tars ! 


Our George, like our Henrys, lo! makes France to bow ' 
Our Navy's our Bulwark, the World ſhall allow; 

As long as we've Boſcawen, Lockhart, and Howe. 

3 Oh the brave Tears of old England, 

5 And Oh the old Engi brave Tars! 


Behold our Prince Edxvard, in Glory's bright Way, 
See Conqueſt attends on his firſt bold Eſſay, 
Then let's for the Tars of old England Huzza ! 
Oh the brave Tars of old England, 
And oh, the old Enxgliſb brave 'Tars ! 


SONG X, 
The New LIIIT BuLLERo, to the old Tune. 


On the threatned Inwaſion from France. 
By Mr, LOCK MAN. 


HE French are a coming, as News- writers ſay, 
Lilly Bullero, Bullen a la. 
Will over our Herring-pond force their mad Way, 
| Lilly Bullero, Bullen a la. 


Rodney graſp our Naval Thunders, 
Dart them at the ſaucy Foe ; 
Their flat- bottom Boats batter : 
'Their Ships of War ſhatter : 
| Sink them as the Centre low. 
| Excited by Perkin ſome came here to ſpy, 
Lilly Bullero, Bullen a la. 
Beheld our rich Products with ravenou; Eye, 
Lilly Bullero, Bullen a la. 
B Theſe 
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Theſe were not made for Invaders; 
Slaves who bow to Rome the Knee: 
But for Britons hearty, 
Now all of a Party, 
Hating Soup meagre, and Tyranny. 


Could the Monſieurs prevail what dire Havock were a : 
here. | 
Lilly Bullero, Bullen a la. / 
A ſtrange Metamorphoſis ſoon would appear, 
Lilly Bullero, Bullen a 1a. [ 
Half: ſtarv'd Crouds in wooden Shoes ſkating, | 
Gibbets erctted our Faith to deſtroy; 2 
Pale Nuns through Grates pecping, £ 
Sighing and weeping, a 


Mad after a Man they muſt never enjoy. 
But take it for granted, ſome Frenchmen might land, 
Lilly bullero, Bullen a la. 
What would their Fate be, when on our Strand, 
Lilly Bullero, Bullen a la. 


Hunted down by our new Militia, 
Soon they'd fad Peccavi cry. 
Jo ſome wooden Saint mutter, 
Corſe, Morblieu! and ſputter, 
As on their Backs they ſprawling he. 
| When Phara/ purſued //jrael in the Red-Sea, 
| Lilly Ballero, Bullen a la. 
O*crwhelm'd was his Hoſt, and drowned was he, 
I.iliy Bullero, Bullen a la. 
Monficurs ! the like Doom may await you, 
4 Should you our Brit Lion provoke. 
| Your bouncing Armada, 
May prove Gaſconada, 
And your grand Project vaniſh in Smoke. 


SONG 


ECP 
SONG XI. 


| Honouk. 
2 by Dy. Boyce, Sung by My, Lowe, at Vauxhall. 


HE Flame of Love ſincere I felt, 
| And ſkreen'd the Paſſion long; 
A Tyrant in my Soul it dwelt, 

But Awe ſuppreſt my Tongue. 


At length I told my deareſt Maid, 
ing, | My Heart was fix'd upon her; 
But think not I can love, ſhe ſaid; 
I can't upon my Honour. 


3 
= 1 
We 1 


The Heart that once is roving caught, 

All prudent Nymphs diſtruſt ; 
And mult it for a youthful Fault, 
he always deem'd unjuſt? 


So Cælia judg'd, fo Senſe decreed, 
And bid me ſtill to ſhun her; 

Your Suit, ſhe ſaid, won't here ſucceed, 
It won't upon my Honour. 


Too long, I cry'd, Pve been to blame, 
I, with a Sigh, confels ; 

But thou who canſt the Rake reclaim, 
My new-born Paſhon bleſs! 


Had ev'ry Nymph, like Cz4a prov'd, 
I could not have undone her ; 


On thee, bright Maid, thou beſt belov'd, 
I doat, upon my Honour, 


A while the Nymph my Suit repre sd, 
My Conſtancy to prove, 
Then with a Bluſh conſent expreſs'd, 
N G And bleſs'd me with her Love. 
| To 


[IF 
To Church J led the blooming Fair, 
Enraptur'd that I'd won her ; 
And now Life's ſweeteſt Joys we ſhare, 
We do, upon my Honour, 


SONG XII. 
A Dialocus. 


Set by Dr. Boyce, Sung by Mr. Lowe, and Miſs Steve: 
ſon, at Vauxhall, 


Hs. 


to the Grove, 
For Venus is there; 'tis the Seaſon for Love; 
Obey the kind Summons, for if ſhe's defy'd, 


| SHE. 
11 Oh hear me, ye fair Ones, nor heedleſsly run, 
1 The Path to Delight is the Road you fhould ſhun; 
| Fly far from the Grove if Venus be there, 
' jn Her Summon 1s cruel, . Smiles are a Snare. 
1 E. 
161 Sure Nature was never averſe to Delight, 
4 Where Pleaſure is preſent, Fear ſoon takes its Flight; 


| Remember that Venus her Cupid has arm'd. 

uf SHE. 

"WA J fear not his Vengeance, his Bow, nor his Darts, 

14 Tis credulous Folly that ſoftens our Hearts; 

4 But Virtue's the Shield, thoſe Hearts can ſecure, 
| And Paihon's a Sicknefs Diſcretion can cure. 

He. 

Diſcretion, why Venus would laugh at the Name, 

If once in your Boſom ſhe kindles a Flame; 

In ſpite of yourſelf, you would hie to the Grove, 


For Reaſon can't firuggle gainſt Nature and Loy 
1k. 


AS T E, haſte, ey'ry Nymph, and each Swaiff 


Your Boldneſs ſhe'll conquer, and puniſh your Pride, F 


14 Proud Nymph, if by Kindneſs you cannot be warm's, 


11 

L SHE. 

Po leave me, Deceiver, let Reaſon prevail, 

Gainſt Nature and oye let Fear turn the Scafe, 
OTH. 

Nay, Traitor, forbear, I'm to Honour a Slave, 

Nay, faireſt, be kinder, to Love I'm a Slave. 


Stena! SONG XIII. 
Set by Dr. Boyce, Sung by * Stevenſon, at Vaux- 
1 all. 


> Swain S Thyrſis reclin'd by her Side he lov'd beſt, 
2 With a Sigh, her ſoft Hand to his Boſom he 
reſs'd, 
pride While his Paſſion he breath'd in the Grove; 
"06 Þ As the Bird to his Neſt ſtill returns for Repoſe, 
As back to its Fountain the conſtant Stream flows, 


p ap So true and unchang'd is my Love. 
, 


If e'er this Heart roves, or revolts from its Chains, 
May Ceres in N quit the Vallies and Plains, 
May Pan his Protection deny; 
In vain wou'd young Phillis and Laura be kind, 
light; On the Lips of another no Rapture I find, 
arm d, With thee as I've liv'd, ſo I'll die. 


More ſtill had he ſwore, but the Queen of the May, 
* Young Jenny the wanton, by Chance, tript that Way, 
ms, And ſought fweet Repoſe in the Shade. 
With Sorrow young Lovers I tell the ſad Tale, 
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e. The Laſs was alluring, the Shepherd was frail, q 
| And forgot ev'ry Vow he had made. 1 

, | To comfort the Nymph, and her Loſs to ſupply, | 
In Form of Alexis young Cupid drew nigh, 1 

2 Of Shepherds the Envy and Pride; | 


Ah! 
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Ah! blame not the Maid if o'ercome by his Truth, 

Her Hand, and her Heart ſhe beſtow'd on the Youth, | 
And the next Morn beheld her his Bride. 


Learn rather from S:/via's Example, ye Fair, 
That a pleaſing Revenge, ſhould take Place of De- 
ſpair, 

Give We and Care to the Wind ; | 
If faithful the Swain, to his Paſſion be true, | 
If falſe, ſeek Redreſs in a Lover that's new, 

And pay each Inconſtant in Kind. 


SONG XIV. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall. 


OME thou roſy dimpl'd Boy, 
Source of every heart-felt Joy; 
Leave the bliſsful Bov/'rs a while, 
Paphos and the Cyprian Ifle ; 
Viſit Britain's rocky Shore, 
Britons too thy Power adore ; 
Britons hardy, bold, and free, 
Own thy Laws, and bow to thee. 
Source of every Heart-felt Joy, 
Come thou roſy dimpl-d Boy! 


I 
If 
IS 
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Haſte to Sy/via, haſte away, 

This is Thine, and Hymen's Day ; 
Bid her thy ſoft Bondage wear, 

Bid her for Love's Rites prepare; 
Let the Nymph with many a Flower, 
Deck the ſacred Nuptial Bow'r ; 

'T hither lead the lovely Fair; 

And let Hymen too be there; ; 

This is Thine and Hymen's Day, 
Haſte to Sy/via, haſte aw: ay |! 


Only while we love we hve, 
Love alone can Pleaſure give; 


Youth, | 


»f De. 


hal} 
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power and Pomp and tinſel State, 
Thoſe falſe Pageants of the Great; 
Crowns and Scepters, envy'd Things, 
And the Pride of Eaſtern Kings ; 

Are but childiſh empty Toys, 

When compar'd to Love's tweet Joys; 
Love alone can Pleaſure give, 

Only when we love we live! 


SONG XV. 


get by Mr, Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, at 
Vauxhall. 


HAT, is he gone! and can it be, 
And 1s ſhe then more fair than me ? 
The Sight of her, might give me Pain, 


. 


ring her not near me, fickle Swain: 
And ſince that you can leave me ſo, 


Go get you gone, for ever go. 


O! I in Rage could madly tear, 

This gaudy Ribbon from my Hair; 
Theſe hated Gifts Id have him take, 
[1] wear no Baubles for his Sake; 

[ {corn the Gift and Hand untrue, 

For her they well enough may do. 


How near was I (when with a Kiſs 

He aſk'd my Heart) to anſwer, Yes ? 

To hear him at the Altar ſay, 

Vows he'd have broke the ſooneſt Day ? 
There he may love, and take his Fill, 
And ſwear to her juſt what he will. 

A Kival's Power I now defy, 


| Sie may be bleſt, and ſo will I; 


Before tis long I'm ſure to find, 
A Swain more ſuited to my Mind. 


Now 
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Then farewel Forio, now for good. 
I would not have you if I could. 


SONG XVI. 
A CANTATA. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall, 8 
ReciTATiveE, =. 
AK D by the Horn, 
Like the Spring deck'd in Green ; 
Betimes in the Morning the Hunters are ſeen; 
With Joy on each Brow they enliven the Place, 
And impatiently wait to ou in the Chace. 
IR, 
From his cloſe Covert rous'd, the Stag fwiftly flies, 
As the Arrow that's ſhot from the Bow ; 
O'er Rivers and Mountains, all Dangers defies, 
And fears nothing but Man his worſt Foe. 
And now they trace him thro' the Copſe, 
Panting, ſtruggling, ſee he drops 
Hark, rude Clamours rend the Skies, 
While the dappled Victim dies! 
Be e 
Thus Britain's Sons in Harry's Reign, 
Purſu'd the trembling Gaul; 
Thro' Streams of Blood, o'er Hills of Slain, 
And triumph'd in his Fall. 
Now hoſtile Foes alarm, 
Arm, arm, Britannia arm! 
Alx. 
Then away to * Field, tis great George gives the 
Word, 
Quit the Horn for the Trumpet, the Whip for the 
Sword; | 
Like our valiant Forefathers, ftern Death let us face, 
Be as glorious in War, as we are in the Chace. 
SONG 
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SONG XVI. 
A CANTATA. 


den. Set by Mr. Berg, Sung by Mr, Beard, at Ranelagh. 


lies, 
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NG 


RECITATIVE. 
LL in her fair ſequeſter'd Cell, 
Where Happineſs was wont to dwell, 
Contentment ſat, with down-caſt Look, 
And theſe, (or Words like theſe) ſhe ſpoke. 


AIR. 
Genius of Albion] wake your Queen, 
Lo! Gallia clouds the peaceful Scene | 
Alx changes. 
Bid her ariſe her Wrongs to ſee, 
Protect herſelf, and cheriſh me! 


RECIxrATIVk. 
Britannia alarm'd, at Contentment's Requeſt, 
In a Voice that confeſs'd her, her People addreſt. 
AIR. | 
Caſt the Olive Wreath off, 
Arm, ye Hritons, advance, 
Sound the Trumpet, beat the Drum, 
Point your Thunders at France. 
Be brave, and convince them, their Efforts are 
| vain, 
For that George King of England, is King of the 
Main; 
And that, like your Forefathers, theſe Heroes of 
old, 


As er born to be free, you've the Senſe to be 
old. 


SONG 
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SONG XVIII. 


The Horx EST ConFess10N, 


Set by Mr. Berg, Sung by Miſs Formantell, at Rane. 


lagh. 


þ 
( 
| 


Y Mother cries, Betty be ſhy, 
1 Vi Whenever the Men wov'd intrude; 
I knew not her Meaning, not I; 

But I'd take her Advice if I cou'd. 


Alexis ſtept up t'other Day, 

| To kiſs me, and aſk'd if he ſhou'd ; 
Pray what cou'd a Shepherdeſs ſay ? 

| But I'd Yain have ſaid no if I cou'd, 


|. My Mother remembers the Time, 
When ſhe, like a Veſtal was mew'd ; 
Now this I conceive was a Crime, 


And I'd not be ſerv'd fo, if I cou'd. 


If free with Alexis, ſhe'll chide, 

She ſays, perhaps he may be rude; 
Iwill not pretend to decide, 

But I fancy he wou'd—if he cou'd, 


Laſt May Morn I tript o'er the Plain, 
He ſaw me and quickly puriu'd ; 

] heartily laugh'd at the Swain, 
I'd catch you, he cry'd,—if I cou'd, 


Well, ſoon he overtook my beſt Haſte, 
And ſwore he'd be conſtant and good 
I vow I'll live decent and chaſte, 


| But I'd marry the Swain—if I cou'd, 
$ONG 
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SONG XIX. 


3 5 Mr. Berg, Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh, 


2 

7 
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E T the Philoſophick Wiſe 
Preach up Rules the gay deſpiſe; 


Let the hoary bearded Sage, 


Cenſure Follies of the Age; 

Yet whilſt rich the vital Tide, 
Pleaſure thou ſhalt be my Guide; 
Live oh! Goddeſs, live with me, 
All in ſweet Variety. 


Dwell thou, Love, within my Breaſt, 
juſt enough to make me bleſt; 

Let thy Sweets inceſſant ſpring, 

but protect me from thy Sting: 

Fe the Paſhons unconfin'd, 

Under no Reſtraint the Mind; 

But like Birds, as fond, and free, 
Pleas'd with dear Variety. 


Keep, O Platus, all thy Wealth, 
Give me Competence and Health ; 
Care ſurrounds the Miſer's Hoard ; 
Pain ſucceeds the Spendthrift's Board. 
Bacchus, in thy ol Fowl, 

Let me flake my thirſty Soul ; 

But let Reaſon teach in thee, 

Reaſon prompts Variety. 

Life on Wings of Joy ſhall haſte, 
Gloomy Thoughts the Minutes waſte 
We ſhould puniſh Care and Fear, 


Fate predeftines all Things here: 


Hail to Friendſhip, Beauty, Wine, 
Theſe make tranſient Life Divine; 
May they ever live with me, 
All in dear Variety! 
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SONG XX, 
| Jenny Grey. 
Set by Mr. Berg, Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelay! 


RING Phebus from Parnaſſian Bow'rs, 

A Chaplet of poetick Flow'rs, 

That far out-bloom the May ; 
Bring Verſe ſo ſmooth, bring Thoughts ſo free, | 
And all the Muſes Heraldry, Ft 

To blazon Jenny Grey. | 
Obſerve yon Almond's rich Perfume, 
Preventing Spring with early Bloom, 

In ruddy tints, how gay! 
Thus foremoſt of the bluſhing Fair, 
With ſuch a blithſome, buxom Air, 


Blooms lovely Jenny Grey. c 
| The merry chirpin plumy Throng, * 
The Ruſhes, and the hs, among, 1 

That pipe the Sy{van Lay ; = 


All huſh'd at her delightful Voice, 
| In ſilent Extaſy rejoice, 
And ſtudy Jenny Grey. 


Ye balmy Odour-breathing Gales, 

That lightly ſweep the green-rob'd Vales, 
And in each Roſe Buſh play; 

I know ye all, you're arrant Cheats, 

And fteal your more than mortal Sweets, 
From lovely Jenny Grey. 


Pomona, and that Goddeſs bright, 

The Floriſt's, and the Maid's Delight, 
In vain their Charms diſplay; 

The luſcious Nectarine, juicy Peach, 

In Richneſs, nor in Sweets can reach 
The Lips of Jenny Grey. 


ee, 


In 


4 


| 3 
o the fair Knot of Graces Three, 
u' immortal Band of Bards agree, 
A tuneful Tax to pay: 
Frere yet remains of matchleſs Worth, 
nelag}, There yet remains, a lovelier Fourth; 
And ſhe is Jenny Grey. 


SONG XXI. 


65 by Mr. Berg, Sung by Miſs Formantell, at Ranes 


lagh. 


Eneath this Grove, this ſilent Shade, 
Come Damon to thy gentle Maid, 
Vhat other Nymph would live like me? 


For Oh ! thou'rt all Inconſtancy. 
Wou us'd to talk of Love and Bliſs, 


And often figh'd my Lips to kils ; 
But roving now is ſweeter Glee, 


And thou art all Inconſtancy. 
Here fragrant Flowrets ſweetly ſpring, 


The feather'd Choir in Concert ſing ; 


Vet vain is what I hear, and ſee, 
Since Damon's all Inconſtancy. 


e am'rous Doves now bill and coo, 
And fo, falſe Damon, ſo can you; 
But can't, like them, contented be ; 
Thy ſole Delight's Inconſtancy. 


Ye ſimple Fair, believe not Man, 

They all proceed on Damon's Plan; 

Then from the Sex your Heart keep free, 
And love, like them, Inconſtancy. 


SONG 


3 
SONG XXII. 
To C ALIA. & 
Set by Mr. Berg, Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranclag 4 


HE Eye that beams witli lambent Light, 1 
The crimſon Cheek that glads the Sight, 0 
The Shape, the Mein, the Air; = 
With theſe to ſooth Man's ruder Breaſt, 
With theſe, by Bleſſing to be bleſt, 
8 The Gods adorn'd the Fair. 


Hence each poetick Genius ſings, 

Sweet Beauty tunes th' cu:boſom'd Strings, 
And wakes th' enraptur'd Soul; 

The magick Pow'r of Form, and Face, 

Ordain'd the gentler Sex to grace, 
Reſounds irom Pole to Pole. 


But ſtall not Charms ſo honour'd laſt ? 
No; ſoon as Youth's ſhort Summer's paſt 

They're veil'd in Time's diſguiſe; 
Thus bluſhing Flra's darling Flow'r, 
That ſcents the aromatick Bow'r, 

Buds, burſts to Bloom, and dies. 
Then, ah! how vain is Female Pride, 
Shall the who's crown'd with Senſe conhde 

In ſuch uncertain Pow'r, 
No ; ſhe reveres the milder Way, 
Reſerv'd, tho' free, tho' modeſt, gay, 

And blooms to Lite's laſt Hour. 

Do thou, my fair One, in whoſe Mind, 
Each ſocial, moral Virtue's join'd, 

The Nymph of Senſe appear; 

Then when the Charms of Youth are o'er, 
The Wile will Cælia ſtill adore, 
Thoul't ill be lovely here, 


, 


SO. 
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nelay! + LOVE and REASON. 
3 E hz Mr, Berg, Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh. 


ENCE painful Pleaſure, pleaſing Pain, 
Reſign, Oh! Love, thy Throne; 
Come, Reaſon, i obey thy Reign, 
And own thy Pow'r alone, 
Diſdaining Love, from hence I'll live, 
F Unmov'd by all the Fair; 
Falſe Delia's Smiles no Joys ſhall give, 
Nor yet her Frowns Deſpair. 


This Vow Philander ſcarce had made, 
| When on the verdant Plain ; 
Fair Delia with each Grace array'd, 
Approach'd the Love- ſick Swain, 4 
Un vain, with ſudden Tranſport fir d, 3 
Por Reaſon's Aid he ſtrove ; ls 
Lie jilew to her, he long admir'd, 
And own'd the Pow'r of Love. 


Al R changes, 


Then againſt the tender Paſſion, 

Let us not our Pow'r employ ; 
Put give Way to Inclination, 

Taſte of Love and taſte of Joy. 
For on Reaſon's Aid relying, 

Vain will all our Efforts prove; 
Cuſtom with this Truth complying, 

Reaſon is too weak for Love. 


1 1 


SO NG XXIV. | 


A PasTORAL BALLAD. 


Set by Mr. Berg, Sung by Mis Formantell, at Rane. | 
lagh | 
; 


H! Damon, believe not your Jenny untrue, 
Nor think that ſhe's falſe and inconſtant to yo, 
Think yon tow'ring Mount of itſelf ſhall remove, 
Ere Damon you doubt of the Truth of my Love. 


Yon clear cryſtal Stream ſhall the Monntains o erf 
And on the hard Rock the pale Primroſe ſhall bloy, 
In Queſt of the Lion the Lambkin ſhal) range, 
Ere Jenny's fix d Paſſion ſhall leſſen or change. 


Upon the ſmooth Green when the Shepherds advance 
- To hail May's Return with the Tabor and Dance 
If Damon is abſent, I quit the glad Throng, 
And join my Complaint with the Nightingale's Sorg 


The Pain which I ſuffer my Flocks ſeem to know, 
And frolick, and play, as to leſſen my Woe; 

] cry, ceaſe, dear Lambkins, your ſporting and pla 
You cannot delight while my Damon's away. 


No Toil ſhall diſcomfort, while Damor's in Sight, 
And the'Sun's piercing Rays, can in Summer delight 7 
And Winter's rude 'Tempeſts ſhall ſtill find me gay, 
For bleſt with my Shepherd each Month will be A, 


SONG XXV. 
-4 FavouriTs BALLAD. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, : 
| Vauxhall. | 


[f 


HERE's ax Swain, ſo blythe and clever? 
Why d'ye leave me all in Sorrow ? 5 
re 


L 25. ] 
Three whole Days are gone for ever, 
Since you ſaid you'd come To- morrow. 


If you lov'd but half as I do 

You'd been here with Looks ſo bonny ; 
Love has flying Wings I well know, 

Not like ling' ring lazy Johnny. 


Rane. 


"0/0 What can he be now a doing ? 


ha Is he with the Laſſes maying? 
bs Better he had here been wooing, 
erfloy Than with others fondly playing. 
blow, 


wy 
— 
— 
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Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer Sorrow ; 

If he's weary grown of loving, 

dvance Let him tell me ſo to-morrow. 
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" Does ſome fav'rite Rival hide him? 1 
Sone Let her be the happy Creature ; | " 
II not plague myſelf to chide him, in i 
now, Nor diſpute with her a Feature: 7x k 
nd pla But I can't nor will not tarry, 4 1 
No, nor kill myſelf with Sorrow ; i 
I may loſe the Time to marry, {> 
ght, If I wait beyond To-morrow. þ 7 
„ Think not, Shepherd, thus to brave me, 6 Wy 
gay, T 


be Me If I'm yours, away no longer; 
ll Bf you won't, another'll have me, 
may cool, but not grow fonder. 


If your Lovers, Girls, forſake you, 
Whine not in Deſpair and Sorrow; 
nſon, Bieſt another Lad may make you; 
Stay for none beyond To-moriow. 


C 


clever ! 


Thee 


„ 
SONG XXVII. 


NuMBERLEsSS KIss Es. 


Surg by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall Garden,. 


OME, Chloe, and give me ſweet Kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no Girl ever gave; 


But why in the midit of my Bliſſes, 


y 
Doſt aſk me how many I'd have? the 
I'm not to be ſtinted in Pleaſure, . 
Then, pr'ythee, dear Chlae, be kind; 
For ſince I love thee beyond Meaſure, IH 
To Numbers I'll ne'er be conhn'd. C1 
Count the Bees that in Hyb/a are playing, * 
Count the Flowers that enamel the Fields; 5 
Count the Flocks that in Tempe are ſtray ing, K 
And the Grain that rich $:</y yields. N.! 
I. 
Count how many Stars are in Heaven, „ 
Go number the Sands on the Shore, vs 
And when ſo many Kiſſes you've given, F 
I fill ſhall be aſking for more, C.. 
To a Heart full of Love let me hold thee, & 
A Heart, which, dear C>/e, is thine ; JC 
In my Arms let me ever infold thee, ere 
And circle thee round, like a Vine, & |\ 
What Joy can be greater than this is? * 
My Life on your Lips ſhall be ſpent: 3 
The Wretch that can number his Kiſſes, Wwe 
Will always with few be content, W; 


SONG I: 
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6 3 ON G XXVIIIL 

J by My. Berg, Sung by Miſs Formantel, at Rane- 
lagh. 

NE Midſummer Morning when Nature look'd 

% ay 

IF. Birds full of Song, and the Flocks full of Play; 

When Earth ſeem'd to anſwer the Smiles from above, 

all Things proclaim'd it the Seaſon of Love; 

y Mother cried, Nancy, come haſte to the Mill, 

the Corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you will. 


de Freedom to nſe my Tongue, pleas'd me, no 
| doubt, 

Woman alas! would be nothing without: 

Rent towards the Mill without any Delay, 

d conn'd o'er the Words I determin'd to ſay ; 
«when I came near it, I found it Rock ſtill, 

eh my Stars now ! cry'd I, huff them rarely I will, 


Miller to Market that Inſtant was gone, 

2 Work it was left to the Care of his Son; 
though I can ſcold well as any one can, 
ought twould be wrong to ſcold the young Man; 
Bid, I'm ſurpriz'd you can uſe me fo ill, 

pul have my Corn ground, I muſt and I will, 


e Maid, cry'd the Youth, the Fault is not mine, 
Corn in the 'Town I'd grind ſooner than thine ; 
Erc's no one more ready in pleaſing the Fair, 
| Mil] ſhall go merrily round I declare. 

hark how the Birds ſing, and ſee how they bill, 
buſt have a Kifs firſt, I muſt and I will. 


Corn being done, I towards home bent my Way, 
hiſper'd he'd ſomething of Moment to fay ; 

ted to hand me along the green Mead, 

there {wore he lov'd me indeed, and indeed! 

bug; And 
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And that he'd be conſtant, and true to me till, = 
And ſince that Time I've lik'd him, and like bin 
will. 


often ſay, Mother, the Miller PII huff, 
She lan 2hs, and cries, go Girl, ay plague him encuz 
And ſcarce a Day paſtes but by her Deſire, 
get a ly Kiſs from the Youth I admire. 
It Wedlock ke wiſhes, his Wiſh I'll fulfil, 
And Pl] anſwer, O yes, with a hearty good Wil 


SONG XXIX. 

The ACCIDENT. H 

Sung by Mrs. Smith, at Sadler's ee. 
S t'other Day milking I ſat in the Vale, 


Young Damon came up, to addreſs hi C 

Tale, 
So ſudden, I ſtarted, and gave him a Frown, Anc 
For he frighted my Cow, and my Milk was de ha 
down. Wu 
et 
Lord bleſs me, ſays i, what a Duce can you mea He 


To come thus upon me, un-thought of, un-ſ{cen; 
I ne'er will approve of the Love you pretend, | 
For as Miſchief began, perhaps Miſchief may tu., , 


J little thought now, he'd his Paſſion advance; 
But pretty Excuſes made up the Miſchance; 8: - 
He beg'd a kind Kiſs, which I gave him, 1 v0. Hr 
And I laid, my own ſelf, all the Fault on my Cos 


How many Way Love can the Boſom invade, Mud 
His Bait prov 'd too ſtrong, alas! for a Maid; 
He hinted that Wedlock was what he'd be at, Tha. 


But I thought it was beſt to ſay nothing of that. Ho 


I flutter all over when eber he comes nigh, 
For if he ſhou'd pref, I ſhou'd ſurely compl; : 


i, 

nd ne er ſhall be angry, my Heart itſelf tella, 
Though he flings down my Milk, or does any thing 
' +" 


SONG XXX. 


V . Ju „ 
Tit for TA“ 


Sung by Mr, Atkins, at Sadler's Wells. 


OUNG Daptae made Darren a Dupe to hes 
3 Pride, 
Wil Ned ſigh, and he'd ſtorm, and he'd ſoothe, and he'd 
chide 3 
T wonder the fair Ones ſo cruel can be, 
Had I been a Damſel, I'm ſure he'd won me: 
But all her Return to his amorous Chat, 
Vas, yes, to be ſure! oh, I love you for that! 
„ WE dcld her, her Eyes ſhone more bright than the 
5 Day, 
Ind all ſuch ſoft Things, as all ſoit Lovers ſay; 
Fhat Paſhon deſpis' d, wou'd to Age turn his Youth, 


— Ind that he ſhould die, which was certainly Truth; 
Jet though he ſtill put in his Pleadings ſo pat, 
| mea, Mae, yes, to be fure, oh ! I love you for that! 
gt Now finding his Courtſhip was on a we. k Plan, 
» N 1 ** 
mw e threw off the Lover, and put on the Man; N 
f nd while they both ſhelter'd one Noon in the Bower. 
e; Pore boldly by ve, he would have her tnat Hour; 
Ne flown'd, and ſtrait flying the Place where he lat, 
| v0", rd, yes, to be ſure! oh I love you for that! 
Danson ſoon claſp'd the Nymph faſt in his Arms, 
ce, Mad {wore that his Flame ſhou'd be crown'd with her 
1d ; I CS harms, 
at, I hat Joy to wound Virtue, his Heart was above; 
nat. Wow good we all grow, when we're hamper'd in 
Love ! 
| C 3 He 


1 30. 1 
He forc'd her to Church, gave her Tit for her Ter. 
A nd now, there's no doubt, but ſhe loves him for tha 


SONG XXXI. 
Set by Mr, Worgan, Sung by M/s Stevenſon. 


ME T in our Village a Swain tother Day, 
He ſtop'd me, and beg'd me a Moment to ſtry, 
Then bluſh'd, and in Language I ne'er heard befor: 
He talk'd much of Love, and ſome Pains that }: 
bore : 
But what was his Meaning I know not, I vow; 
Yet, alas! my poor Heart feit, I cannot tell how, 


Each Morning the Jeſſamine, Vi'let and Roſe, 
He brings me, with ev'ry ſweet Flower that grow:; 
The ſweeteſt, and gayeſt he picks from the reſt. 
And begs me to wear the fine Things in my Break 
But what 1s his Meaning, 1 know not, I vow; 
Yet, alas! my poor Heart feels I cannot tell how, 


At my Feet the young Shepherd for ever I ee, 
Proteſting he never lov'd any but me; 

He gazes with Tranſport and kiſſes me too, 

And ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true; 
But what is his Meaning, I know not, I vow; 
Yet, alas! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tel! hos. 


[ oft ſee the Tears ſtreaming faft from his Eyes. 

And hear him, poor Youth, breathe a thouſan! d 
Sighs; 

le tells me no Nymph in the World is like me, 

Nor Shepherd alive ſo unhappy as He: 

But what is his Meaning 1 know not, I vow; 

Yet, alas! my poor H:art feels, I cannot tell how. 


Why does the dear Shepherd to me thus comp!ain, 


And ſay, that my Eyes are the Cauſe of his hays | 
ndee: 


5 [ 31 ] 
Ta, Indeed ever ſince his ſad Fate I deplore, 
Yr tha. And I wiſh I knew how he might ſuffer no more, 
In do all I can to relieve him I vow, 
If he will be ſo kind, as to teach me, but how. 


0 SONG XXXII. 
CS , Arzriu Foor. 
befor: Sung by Mr. Atkins, at Saddler's Wells. 
hat l2W HEN April Day began to riſe, 
i | I ſaunter'd o'er the verdant Mead; 
3 And lovely Sally caſt her Eyes, 
9 Where'er my vagrant Footſteps led. 
: As full of Mirth appear'd the Fair, 
nom Upon the Margin of a Pool; 
"= She beckon'd, but as I drew near, 
rea She laugh'd and call'd me April Fool. 
I ſhook my poor unthinking Head, 
how, That never dream'd of April Day; 
k | However to myſelf I ſaid, | 
2 | Young Maid, I'll ſoon this Trick repay. 


She ak'd me why I ſtupid ſtood, 
3 Like ſome poor frighted Boy at School, 
3 Becauſe the Goddeſs of the Flood, 


Says I, makes me an April Fool. 


Oh la! ſaid ſhe, fine Words indeed, 
Enough to turn a Maiden's Heart ; 

Come, Colin, ſound thy oaten Reed, 
And play a Love Tune ere we part. 

I crew my Pipe, which pleas'd her well, 
Nor wou'd I let her Fondneſs cool; 

J laid her down, but muſt not tell, 
How ſhe was made an April Fool. 


C4 SONG 
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SONG XXXIII. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe, end Mrs. Chambers, in the Con. 


trivances. 


HE. 


AS TE, haſte and away, my only Des, 


Make hafte, and away, away ; 
For all at the Gate 
Thy true Lover does wait, 


Then pr'ythee make no De lay. 


Suk. 
Oh! how {kall I ſteal away, my Love, 
Oh! how ſhall I ſteal away? 
My Daddy is near, 
And I dare not for Fear, 
Pray come then another Day. 
He. 
Oh ! this is the only Day, my Dear, 
Oh ! this is the only Day ; 
III draw hun af de, 
While you thro' the Gates wide, 
And then you may ſteal ay way. 
SHE. 
Then pr'ythee make no Delay, my Dear; 
Tnen pry 'thee make no Delay; 
We'll ierve him a Trick, 
For LI hip in the Nick. 
Z. nd with my true Love away. 
LOGETHER, 

Oh! Cid, befriend a loving Pair, 
On ! Cupid befriend us, I pray; 
Make our otratagem take, 

For thine cn fweet Sake, 
And Amen let all true Lovers ſay, 


SONG 
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f SONG XXXIV. 
Ses by Mr. Howard, Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranclagh, 


E that a Cuckold is, let it not grieve him, 
For in his Wants there 1s one to relieve him ; 
e may ſleep quietly when his Wife's waking. 
And may be free from Care, void of Pains taking 
And his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Ceſar and Pimpey were both of them horned. 


The Captain upon the Sea, prays for fair Weather, 


EWhile his Wife and his Mate fail both together; 
Star-gazing on her Back, t the Moon's Motion, 
While the poor Cuckold is at his Devotion; 

Vet his Condition is not to be ſcorned. 

LH ur and Pompey, were both ot them horned, 


The Merchant upon the Sca ſcarching for Treaſure , 
FVhat tho) his Nerchandize be out of Meaſure ; 

Vet if he kiſs a Girl, While he is ranging. 

His Wife repays him a Bill of Exchange, in. 

Bit his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cc/ar and Pompey, were both of them horned, 


The greateſt Lawyer that ever was ſent us, 
Uiten returns his Wife, nor off inventus ; 

And though he never ſo wiſe in his Place is, 
phe will ſtill find that a Flaw in his Cale is; 
Ye: his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Naar and Pompey, were both of them horned. 


The greateſt Stateſman, that e'er was applauded, 
Nd not to laugh at a Citizen horned; 

For if "tis true, as in ancient Relations, 

Ine City Dames, {till obey the Court Faſhions ; 

BY his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Lz/ar and Pompey, were both of them horned: 
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While the poor Parſon with Zeal is expounding, 
Telling the People their Sins are abounding; 
Some one, perhaps, pays his Tythes to his Wife, 
Heedleſs of Rules for Amendment of Life; 

Vet his Condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cz/ar and Pompey, were both of them horned. 


You that are Cuckolds, let this be your Comfort, 
There are few others between this and Rz-/074 ; 
Brethren all in a Row, ſhake Hands together, 
And never diſdain to wear the Bull's Feather ; 
For your Condition 1s not to be ſcorned, 

Cz/ar and Pompey, were both of them horned, 


SONG XXXV. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh. 


HE Breed came forth frae the Barn, 
And ſhe was diting her Cheeks ; 
How can I be married to-day, 
That ha' neither Blankets, ne Sheets; 
That ha' neither Blankets, ne Sheets, 
And wants a Covering too, 
The Breed that has aw 'Things to borrow, 
Has e'en reet muckle to do. 
Woo'd and Marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw, 
And was ſhe not very weel off; 
To be woo'd and marry'd and aw. 


What is the Matter, quoth Jl, 
Though we be ſcant o' Claiths; 
We's creep the claiſer together, 
And drive awaw the Fleas, 
The Summer is coming on, 
And we's get Pickles a Woo, 
We's fee a Laſs of our ain, 
And ſhe'll {pin Blaakets enow, 
Woo'd and Marry'd, &c. The 


"The! 


1 
Then up ſpake the Breed's Mother, 
The Del ſtick aw this Pride; 
I had ne a Plack in my Pocket, 
The Day I was made a Breed. 
My Gown was linſey-winſey, 


And ne'er a Sark at aw, 


And you ha' Gowns and Buſkins, 


Mair than ane or twa. 
Woo'd and Marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the Breed's Fether, 
As he came in frae the Plough ; 
Hawd your Tongue, my Daughter, 
And ye'ſe get Geer enough, 
The Stirk that gaus in the Tether, 
And our brawd Baſſen Vade, 

To lade your Corn in Harveſt; 
What wad you ha' you Jade ? 
Woo'd and Marrv'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the Breed's Brother, 
As he came hance frae the Kye; 
Molly wou'd ne'er ha' had you, 
Had he knawn you, as weel as I. 
For you'r baith proud, and ſaucy, 
Ne fit for a pure Mon's Wife, 
Gin [I neer ha' better than you, 
I'ſe neer ha' ane in my Life, 
Woo'd and Marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the Breeds Siſter, 
As ſhe fat down by the Fire, 


O gin I were married to-Neet, 


Tis aw that I'd defire. 
But I, pure Girl, mult live ſingle, 
And do the beſt I can; 
I did not care what came o' me, 
So I had but a gude Man, 
C'6 
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Woo'd and Marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw, 
And was ſhe not very well off, 
To be woo'd and Marry'd and aw. 


SONG XXXVI. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall, 


Oung Molly who lives at the Foot of the Hill, 
And whoſe Fame ev'ry Virgin, with Envy dot 
fill, 
Of Beauty is bleſs'd with fo ample a Share, 
That Men call her the Laſs with the delicate Air. 


One Ev'ning, laſt May, when I travers'd the Grove, 
In thoughtleſs Retirement, not dreaming of Love; 
I chanc'd to eſpy the gay Nymph, I declare, 

And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate Air, 


By a murmuring Brook, by a green moſſy Bed, 
A Chaplet compoſing, the fair One was laid: 
Surpriz'd and tranſported, I cou'd not ander ir, 
M ith Raptures to gaz: on her delicate Air. 


That Moment young Czp:4 ſelected a Dart, 

And pierc'd, without Pity, my innocent Heart; 
And from thence how to win the dear Maid was my 
Care; 

For a Captive I fell to her delicate Air. 


When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd I was 
| rude, 

And beg'd of all Things that I would not intrude ; 

I anſwer'd, I cou'd not tell how I came there; 
But laid all the Blame on her delicatc Air : 


Said her Heart was the Prize which I ſought to obtain 
And hop'd ſhe wou'd grant it to eaſe my ford Pain, 
She neither rejected, nor granted my Pray'r, 

But fir d all my Soul with her delicate Air. 


A tbou- 


fail 


ll, 


tou- 


E 


tnouſand Times ſince I've repeated my Suit, 


But ſtill the Tormentor affects to be mute; 


Then tell me, ye Swains, who have conquer'd the 
Fair, 
How to win the dear Laſs with the delicate Air, 


S O N G XXXVII. 
dung by Miſs Macklin to the Grittar, in the Engliſh- 


man u Paris. 


Here lived a Man in Ballymecraxy, 
Who wanted a Wife to make him unealy ; 
Long had he ſigh'd for dear Ally Croaker, 


And thus the gentle Youth beſpoke her : 


Arrah, will you marry me, dear Ally Croaker, 
Arrah, will you marry me, dear Ally Croaker ? 


This artleſs young Man, juſt come from the Schoolery, 
J. Novice in Love, and all its Foolery ; 
100 dull for a Wit, too grave for a Joaker, 
Thus in gentle Strains beſpoke her: 
Arrah, will ye marry me, Oc. 


He drank with the Father, he talk'd with the Mo- 


ther, 

He rompt with the Siſter, and gam'd with the Bro- 
ther, 

He gam'd 'till he pawn'd his Coat to the Broker, 


V hich loſt him the Heart of his dear Ally Croaker, 


Oh! the fickle, &c. 


To all ye young Men who are ſond of Gaming, 
Who ſpend your Money, while others are ſaving ; 


Fortune's a Jilt, the Devil may choat her, 


A Jilt more inconſtant than dear /ly Crater. 
Oh! the fickle, fickle 4//y Croaker. 
On ! the ſickle, fickle 4/ly Creahker ! 
SONG 
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SONG XXXVIII. 


Sung by Mr, Lowe, at Vauxhall, I 
Told my Nymph, I told her true, 4 
My Fields were ſmall, my Flocks were feu; Fc 
While fault'ring Accents ſpoke my Fear, 
That Flavia might not prove ſincere. T 
Of Crops deſtroy'd by vernal Cold, 4 
And vagrant Sheep that left my Fold ; y 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet ſore to hear, 
And was not Flavia then ſincere ? 'F 
How chang'd by Fortune's fickle Wind, ] 


The Friends I lov'd became unkind ; 
She heard and ſhed a gen'rous Tear, 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 


V 
I 
How, if ſhe deign'd my Love to bleſs, ; 
My Flavia muſt not hope for Dreſs ; ( 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear, ] 
And Flawiaſure muſt be ſincere. N 


Go ſhear your Flocks, ye jovial Swains, 

Go reap the Plenty of your Plains; 

Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, W 
I know my Flavia's Love's ſincere. 


SONG XXXIX. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, « 
Vauxhall. 
S TI went o'er the Meadows, no matter the Ds: 
A Shepherd I met who came tripping that N 
I was going to Fairall ſo bonny and gay. 
He aſk'd me to let him go with me there, 
No Harm ſhall come to you, young Damſel, I {xe 
I'll buy you a Fairing to put in your Hair. 


You: 


feu; 


3 
3 
« 
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You've a good Way to go, it is more than a Mile, 


we'll reſt, if you pleaſe, when we get to yon ſtile, 
I've a Story to tell, that will charm you the while, 


+ The tender Oath ye heard her ſwear, 


To go with him farther, I did not much care, 
But ſtill I went on, not ſuſpecting a Snare, 
For I dream'd of a Fairing to come from the Fair, 


To make me more eaſy, he ſaid all he cou'd, 

I threaten'd to leave him, unleſs he'd be good, 

For I'd not for the World he ſhould dare to be rude. 

Young Roger, had promis'd, and baulk'd me laſt 
Year, 

If he ſhould do ſo I wou'd go no more there, 

Though I long'd e'er ſo much for a Gift from the 
Fair. 


When we got to the Stile he wou'd ſcarce be ſaid, no, 
He preſt my ſoft Lips, as if there he wou'd grow, 
Take Care how that Way with a Shepherd you go. 
Confounded I ran, when I found out his Snare, 

No Ribbon, I cry'd, from ſuch Hands will I wear, 
Nor go while I live for a Gift to the Fair. 


SONG XL. 
Let by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mr, Lowe, at Vaux- 
hall. 


* E Moon ſhone forth ſerenely bright, 

And all the leſſer Stars gave Light, 
To witneſs Cælia's Shame ; 

Ye highly injur'd Gods declare, 


That blotted all her Fame. 


She ſwore while Wolves the Lambs deſtroy, 
Or dread Orion's Storms annoy, 


The Bark in Winter's Sea; 
2 


140 
While Zyphirs fans Apollo's Locks, 


Or Shepherds pipe to fleecy Flocks, 
Our Love ſhould mutual be. 


Vet Cælia may repent too late; 


For ſlighted Love, ſoon turns to Hate, To 

And Strephon will diſdain; 
The Nymph who baſely ſhares her Heart, T 
And gives an envy'd Rival Part, N 


To give her Lover Pain. 


To you, who mocking, hear [my Sighs, 

And quaff Love's Nectar from her Eyes, 
This ſacred Truth I tell; 

Shou'd Capid lend thee all his Power, 

She'll ſtill watch ſome unguarded Hour, 


And bid thee too fare wel. 


SONG XI. I. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mie Stephenſor, x 
Vaux-hall. 


LL Attendants apart, 
I examin'd my Heart, 
Laſt Night when I laid me to reſt; 
And, methinks, I'm inclin'd, 
To a Change of my Mind, 
For you know ſecond Thoughts are the belt, 


To retire from the Crowd, 
And make ourſclves good, 
By avoiding of ev'ry 'Temptation, 
Ts in Truth to reveal, 
What we'd better concea], 
That our Paſſions want ſome Regulation, 


It will much more redound 


To our Praiſe, to be found, 
I 2 


of | bet 


ha World ſo abounding with Evil, 
Unſpotted and pure, 

Tho' not ſo demure, 
Jo wage open War with the Devil. 


In bidding farewell 
* 'To the Nymphs of the Cell, 
Ill prepare for a militant Lite, 
And if brought to diſtreſs, 
Why then I'll confeſs, 
And do Penngnce in Shape of a Wife, 


SONG XLII. 


yg ly Mr. Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, at 
Vauxhall. 


HEN tutor'd under Mamma's Care, 

Such Charms I did inherit; 
gave {ict Charge that none ſhould dare, 
To curb my growing Spirit. 


ON, of 


My Neck and Boſom ne'er were hid, 
Romances ever reading; 
d hold my Head up I was bid, 
That I might thow my Breeding, 
Turns I play'd the Flirt, and Prude, 
Aﬀected Joy, and Sorrow; 
Arc what to-day was monſtrous rude, 
I thought polite to- morrow. 
Dukes and Earls I was addreſs'd, 
Lach Fop ſure of ſucceeding ; 
W every one 1 made a Jeit, 
That I might ſhew my Breœeding. 
ung Damon too confels'd a Flame, 
And Rivals he had many ; 

An 
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But though I us'd him juſt the ſame, 
I lik'd him beſt of any. 


With Tears and Sighs he often ſwore, 
For me his Heart was bleeding; 
I only plagu'd him ſtill the more, 
That I might ſhew my Breeding. 
Enrag'd he vow'd to break his Chain, 
And fly to ſmiling Ky ; 
I cou'd not bear to mcet Diſdain, 
For one not half ſo pretty; 


With gentle Words I bid him ſtay, 
For Pardon fell to pleading ; 

We went to Church, and from that Day, 
I ſhew'd him better Breeding. 


S O N G-:XLIIL 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauzxhi! 


TINT me not in Love or Wine, 

I'll have full Draughts of either; 
Round me ſprings the mantling Vane, 
Bacchus haſte thee hither. 


See, ſee the Grape bleeds to repleniſh my Cup, 
I'll drink it Snus; I'll drink it all up: 


And tho' my Feet ſtagger, and tho* my Fyes 10!, 


Ye Bacchanals bring me another full Bow]. 


Truce with your Bumpers ; Venus now, 
The ruddy Victor chaces ; 

Send ſome Nymph with gracetul Erow, 
To my warm Embraccs. 


See blooming young Hebe is now on the Wing, 
As ripe as full Summer, as wanton as Spring; 
Ye Fairies and Dryads far hence from the Grov?, 
"Tis Silence and Gloom that is ſacred to cs 
ter 


det by Mr. Worgan, Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, at 


auxh 


EWhile Zephyrs whiſper round his Head; 
Methinks I hear him ſighing ſay, 


I come, my Damen, fraught with Joy, 


* 
oor! 
ta)! 


4 


ye Graces, and Satyrs my Chaplet prepare, 


E Firm as great Heaven's unchang'd Decree, 


Py that fond Heart, the trueſt, beſt, 


© By that fond Heart, dear Youth, I ſwear, 
Thou, only thou, art treaſur'd there. 
There ſhalt thou ever, deareſt Swain, 

My Boſom's faithful Inmate reign ; 
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Steering thus from Joy to Joy, 
Careful Thoughts I baniſh ; 

Time this Flame ſhall ne'er deſtroy, 
Others blaze and vaniſh, 


With Myrtle and Ivy come bind up my Hair, 
While l in due Juſtice, your Pains will requite, 


By drinking all Day, and by loving all Night. 
SONG XLIV. 


Vauxhall, 


RIGHT Sl, at length, by Thetis woo'd, 
Is ſunk beneath the Weſtern Flood; 

And now within yon ſacred Grove, 

I haſte to meet the Youth ] love. 

Reclin'd beneath the Beechen Shade, 
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Come, lovely Ca lia, haſte away. 


Swift as the Mountain Deer I fly ; 
Within thy faithful Arms to lay, 

And love the Cares of Life away. 

There will 1 vow, dear, gen'rous Youth, 
To love thee with eternal Truth; 


* 


And keep my ſpotleſs Heart for thce. 
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That ever warm'd a Virgin's Breaſt ; 


While 


14 J 


While oft I ſay, what all muſt ſee, 
Was ever Woman bleſt, like me. 


SONG XLV. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 
1 ON G, long I deſpair'd a young Shepherd tz 
al 


find, 

Nor proud of his Merit, nor falſe as the Wind; 
But at laſt J have got a dear Lad to my Mind; 

Oh ! I never can part with my Willy! 
We hi'd to the Altar laſt Midſummer Day, 
IT bluſt'd all the while, and ſcarce knew what to ſay; 
But I vow'd (I remember) to love and obey : 

Can I do any leſs with my J/:!ly ? 


His Breath is as fragrant as freſh Morning Air; 

His Face than the Koſe is more ruddy I i ear; 

And his Kiſſes as ſweet —oh ! beyond all Compare! 
There is not ſuch a Lad as my ili. 

With him none pretends or to pipe or to play. 


Then what tender ſoft Things will the dear Shephad 


ſay! 
With Eaſe, I am ſure, he might ſteal Hearts away; 
But Pl never diſtruſt thee, my Willy. 


When I droop'd all in Pain, and hung down my Head, 
How kindly he watch'd me] what Tears did he ſhed 
Nor left me a Moment till Sickneſs was fled : 

Can I ever forget thee, dear Willß? 
Should Death from my Sight tear the Shepherd ſo true, 
Let him take {if he chooſes) then me away too; 
For why ſhould I tarry, or what could I do, 
Should I loſe ſuch a Lad as my With ? 


SONG 


c - He oo one 


erd t 


Head 
ſhe! 


true, 


NG 


1 I 


SONG XLVI. 
Sat by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vaux-Hall, 


E LL me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Lately wand'ring o'er the Green, 
Beauty's Son, a little Boy, 
Full of Frolick, Mirth, and Joy ? 
If you know his Shelter, ſay ; 


- 
be. 
* 
5 
a 
i} 
* 


| wo s from Venus gone aſtray. 


Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the Green ? 


hy his Marks the God you'll know : 


O'er his Shoulder hangs a Bow, 
And a Quiver fraught with Darts, 
Poiſon ſure to human Hearts: 
Tho' he's naked, little, blind, 
Ne can triumph o'er the Mind. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the Green? 


Subtle as the Light'ning's Wound 
Is his Ry Arrow found : 
* While the Boſom's Heart it pains, 


No external Mark remains: 


| Reaſon's Shield itſelf is broke 

* the unſuſpected Stroke. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the Green? 


Oſt the Urchin's ſeen to lie 


| Paſking in the ſunny Eye; 
Or his deſtin'd Prey he ſeeks 
On the Maiden's roſy Cheeks : 
Z Snowy Breaſts, or curling Hair, 
Ott conceal the pleaſing Snare. 
| Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſcen 
Such a one trip o'er the Green ? 
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While oft I ſay, what all mult ſee, 
Was ever Woman bleſt, like me. 


SONG XLV. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 6 


1 ONG, long I deſpair'd a young Shepherd pu 
— find, If 
Nor proud of his Merit, nor falſe as the Wind; "of 
But at laſt J have got a dear Lad to my Mind; 
Oh ! I never can part with my W:/!y / 

We hi'd to the Altar laſt Midſummer Day, 
I bluſh'd all the while, and ſcarce knew what to ſay; I 
Eut I vow'd (I remember) to love and obey : 


Can I do any leſs with my I/:!ly ? | - 
His Breath is as fragrant as freſh Morning Air; [TT 
His Face than the Koſe is more ruddy I i ear; 's 
And his Kiſſes as ſweet —oh ! beyond all Compar' 

| There is not ſuch a Lad as my ili. T 
With him none pretends or to pipe or to play. Y 
Then _ tender ſoft Things will the dear Sheph! #71. 

ay ! V 
With Eaſe, I am ſure, he might ſteal Hearts away; e 

But Fl never diſtruſt thee, my Wilh.. R 
When I droop'd all in Pain, and hung down my Hea!, > 
How kindly he watch'd me ! what Tears did he ſhe! 
Nor left me a Moment till Sickneſs was fled : 

Can I ever forget thee, dear Willy ? 0 
Should Death from my Sight tear the Shepherd ſo tu E 
Let him take {if he chooſes) then me away too; C 

For why ſhould I tarry, or what could I do, WC 

Should I loſe ſuch a Lad as my Willy 7 7 

is 
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Sat by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vaux-Hall, 


E LL me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Lately wand'ring o'er the Green, 
Beauty's Son, a little Boy, 
Full of Frolick, Marth, and Joy ? 
If you know his Shelter, ſay ; 
He's from Venus gone aſtray. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the Green ? 


By his Marks the God you'll know: 

O'er his Shoulder hangs a Bow, 

And a Quiver fraught with Darts, 

Poiſon ſure to human Hearts: 

ZTho' he's naked, little, blind, 

He can triumph o'er the Mind. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the Green? 


\ | Subtle as the Light'ning's Wound 


Js his piercing Arrow found: 
Mile the Boſom's Heart it pains, 
No external Mark remains: 

Reaſon's Shield itſelf is broke 


y the unſuſpected Stroke. 


Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the Green? 


Oſt the Urchin's ſeen to lie 
baking in the ſunny Eye; 
Or his deſtin'd Prey he ſeeks 
On the Maiden's roſy Cheeks : 
Pnowy Breaſts, or curling Hair, 
Ot conceal the pleaſing Snare. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen 
duch a one trip o'er the Green? 


[ 46 ] 


She that the Receſs reveals, Ho 
Where the God himſelf conceals, 4 

Shall a Kiſs receive this Night l {© 
From her Heart's ſupreme Delight : ll © 


To Venus let her bring the Boy, 

She ſhall taſte Love's | Rave” Joy. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the Green ? 


SONG XLVII. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


OUNG FTFockey, who teaz'd me a Ich 
month, or more. 
Now bolder is grown than was Mortal before ; 
He whiſpers ſuch Things as no Virgin ſhould hear 
And he preſſes my Lips with a Warmth I can't be rt 
And he preſſes my Lips with a Warmth I can ben vic 


With Stories of Love he would {often my Mind. 
And his Eyes ſpeak a Temper to Miſchief inclin!; . 
But I vow not a Moment I'll truſt him alone, | 8 
And when next he grows rude 1 will bid him be gore. 


And when, &c. 

Of Honour and Truth not a Word has he ſpoke, 
And his Actions declare he thinks Virtue a joke * 
He ſhall find his Miſtake, if he ventures to try; ö 7 
For, than yield on ſuch Terms, oh ! I rather would die. 
For, than, &c. 


c 
/ 
With no Creature beſide he ſuch F 3 can take; f 
Yet the Handſome and Witty he quits for my Sake 
rC 

( 

( 


W-, 


But how can I think he loves me the beſt, 
Or how can I love him who'd break all my Re! ? 


Or how, &c. 


Oh! Tockey, reform, nor be fooliſh again, 
Leſt you loſe a fond Heart you ſhall never regain : 


1 
6 1 3 
Wel! vt 
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ou change your Behaviour, and to Church chooſe 
: to go, 

| forgive all that's paſt, and will never ſay No. 

Ul forgive, &c. 


SONG XLVII. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 


HEN fiſt I ſaw my Delia's Face, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry Bloom and Grace 
That Love and Youth cou'd bring ; 
 Sweetnels too in all her Form, 

@0u7cht her one celeſtial born. 

And took her for the Spring. 


h Day a Charm was added more; 

pic and Language ſwell'd the Store, 

With all the Force of Reaſon: 

yet ſo frolic and ſo gay, 

chd with the op'ning Sweets of May, 
She look'd the Summer Seaſon. 


kmiring Crowds around her preſs, 
t none the happy He cou'd gueſs ; 
Unwiſh'd her Beauties caught 'em. 
gd my Paſſion in her Ear; 
Love, ſhe ſaid, ſhe cou'd not hear, 
And yet ſeem'd ripe as Autumn. 


Ne Roſe not gather'd in its Prime, 
W! fade and fall in little Time; 
© Sol began to hint t'her. 
r Cheeks confeſs'd a Summer's Glow; 
oh! her Breaſt of driven Snow 
Conceals a Heart of Winter. 


5 
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SONG XLIX. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


S on Tay's Banks I wander'd in ſearch c 1 
Fair, 


How ſmooth was the Stream! and how ſoſt v2 
Air! 

To nothing but thee ſuch a Scene I compare 4 

And thee it reſembles, dear Jenny. „ 


The deep cryſtal Wave was a Type of thy Face, 
(I thought it ſo clear it might ſerve for thy Gla{,) MW 
And the Curls that were there for thy Dimples =. Wy; 


aſs : |; 
I vow'd *twas the Picture of Jenny. 3 
Methought it took in all the Charms of thy Mind 
To Virtue, to Love, and to Pity inclin'd, W 
The tender ſoft Paſſions that fecl no rude Wind; 
For calm is the Boſom of Jenny. EN 


All pleas'd with the Proſpect, I wifh'd the bright). 
Cou'd have ſeen her dear Self in this Mirror dug, 


*T was like her when laſt the ſweet Girl 1 {urver 
Like none it could be but my Jenny. | Ne 
But ſudden a 'Tempeſt I ne'er ſaw before 1 
Made the Billows ariſe, and the Waves foam and 
I thought that I ſcarcely was ſafe on the Shore 
Ah me! even then it was Jenny. We 


The ſame dreadful Sight, when to Spleen you" 
clin'd, 

When to me you are croſs, and to others are {in 

But never, dear Girl, raiſe this Storm in your Mu 

T will kill me, believe me, dear Jenr;. 


Fob. | 


3 


49 J 


8 ONO L. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


hall. 
| OUNG Thyr/7s, ye Shepherds, is gone: 
ch 0 I look all around for the Swain: 
- MF He's fled, and Joy with him is flown : 
auß He leaves me to Sorrow and Pain. 
Where is it [ madly would rove? 
1 Can ye tell me what's left worth my Stay? 
Too late I perceive it was Love 
Face, All the while led my Fancy aſtray. 
Glak) WW All the while led my Fancy aſtray. 
ples WW What avails if I tarry behind, 


Now my Heart he has ſtole quite away? 

No Comfort on Earth ſhall I find, 

„ung No Reſt or by Night or by Day. 

| When he ſung, oh ! I liſten'd with Glee : 

Wind; When he ſmil'd, how I languiſn'd and figh'd ! 
ENc'er thought I the Moment to ſee, 

Than to ſee I could wiſh to have died. 

Then to ſee, &c. 


But who is it that comes o'er the Green? 
is Thyrſis, the dear wiſh'd-for Youth : 
No Death e'er ſhall part us IT ween, 
For than Death is much ſtronger his Truth. 
n anc: lle Muſe ſaw them meet in the Grove, 
hore: WF Saw the Maid and the Shepherd all bleſt: 
ie vow'd to be true to his Love: 
dhe dares not to whiſper the reſt, 
dhe dares not, &c. 


þ \ * 
"11ohty 
0 Ty 


ure 


yOu 7 


re kind 
yur Mu 
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SONG LI. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 
| EAREST Kitty! kind and fair! 
Tell me when, __ tell me where, 
| } 


. \ 
80 


1 


Tell thy fond and faithful Swain, The 
When we thus ſhall meet agein ? The 
Where ſhall Strephon fondly ſee Ind 
Beauties only found in thee ? Die 
Beauties only found in thee. Mhe 
Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play a 
All the happy live- long Day, To 1 
Deareſt Kitty / kind and fair! vis 
Tell me when, and tell me where. 3. 
Tell me when, and tell me where. or t 
All the happy Day, *tis true, rt] 
Bleſt, but only then, with you ; bs / 
Nightly Strephon ſighs alone, "hy 
Sighs till Hymen makes us one, Pe 
Sighs till Hymen makes us one. : 
Tell me then, and eaſe my Pain, ber 
Tell thy fond and faithful Swain, e 
When the Prieſt ſhall kindly join oe 
Kitty's trembling Hand to mine ? a 
Deareſt K:zty! kind and fair! dnl! 
'Tell me when ; 1 care not where. * 
Tell me when; 1 care not where. that 
ch 


SONG LIL 4 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 
HE Sun in Virgin Luſtre ſhone, 1 


May Morning put its Beauties on, Ple 
The Warblers ſung in livelier Strain, Ut 
And ſweeter Flow'rets deck'd the Plain, Ct 
And ſweeter Flow'rets deck'd the Plain, a 
When Love, a ſoſt intruding Gueſt, 110 


That long had dwelt in Damon's Breaſt, 
Now whiſper'd to the Nymph, Away, U 7 
For this is Nature's Holiday. | 
For this is Nature's Holiday. T0 


[321 
he tender Impulſe wing'd his Haſte ; 
The painted Mead he inſtant paſs'd, 
Ind ſoon the happy Cot he gain'd, 

here Beauty ſlept and Silence reign'd. 
Flere Beauty, &c. 


wake, my Fair, the Shepherd cries, 
To new-born Pleaſure ope thine Eyes: 
Kriſe, my Sylvia, hail the May, 

br this is Nature's Holiday. 

dr this, cc. 


orth came the Maid in Beauty bright, 
bs Phxbus in Meridian Light: 

In:ranc'd in Rapture, all confeſs'd, 

e Shepherd claſp'd her to his Breaſt, 
e Shepherd, &c. 


en, gazing, with a ſpeaking Eye, 
e ſnatch'd a Kiſs, and heav'd a Sigh, 
melting Sigh, that ſeem'd to ſay, 
bnſider, Youth's our Holiday. 

Inſider, &c. 


' ſoft, ſhe ſaid, for Pity's Sake; 
Mat! kiſs me c'er I'm well awake 
this ſo early came you here? 


kc hail you thus the riſing Year ? 
d hail, &c. 


et Innocence, oh, ceaſe to chide ! 
H haſte to Joy, the Swain reply'd ; 
Pleaſure's low'ry Fields we'll ſtray, 
i this ſhall be Love's Holiday. 

Kd this, &c. 


trimſon Glow warm'd o'er her Cheek; 
look'd the Thing ſhe dar'd not ſpeak : 
ent own'd Nature's ſoft Command, 
Damon ſeiz d her trembling Hand, 
The Jamon, &c. D 2 His 
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His dancing Heart in Tranſport play'd; 
To Church he led the bluſhing Maid, 
Then bleſs'd the happy Morn of May; 
And now their Life's all Holiday, 
And now, &C. 


SONG LIII. 
Sung by Mr Beard, in the Fair Quaker of Dea. 


OW litle do the Landmen know 
Of what we Sailors feel, 
When Waves do mount, and Winds do blow! 
But we have Hearts of Steel. 


No Danger can aftright us; cc 
No Enemy {hall flout: bit 
We'll make the Monſieurs ight us: Hus 
So toſs the Can about. We 
Stick ſtout to Orders, Meſſmates; TiC 
We'll plunder, burn, and fink : 0 


Then, France, have at your Firſt-Rates ; 
For Britons never ſhrink. 
W 1 rummage all we fancy; x 
c' bring them in by Scores; 0 
Ar 5 1 leil, and Kate, and Nancy 
Shall roll in Louis d'Ors. 


White here at Deal we're lying he! 
With our noble Commodore, ve 
We'll ſpend our Wages freely, Boys, 79 
And then to Sea for more. nd 
In Perce we'll drink and ſing, Boys; 
in War we'll never fly: 
Here's a Health to George our King, Boys, 
And the Royal Family. 


$0N 


Ys, 


ON we — 4 ſhear ; ; 


the claims my Reſpect, like a Mother, if old: 


nd he that ſeeks more, is more curious than wile, 


if mute, ſt ill the Rarity pleaſes no lets : 


ch Fair can make happy, if Woman we prize, 


132 J 
SONO LEV; 
The Ixcuxious. Sung at V auxhii: 


[VE me but a Wife; expect not to find 
Each Virtue and Grace in one Female combu.'d 
Goddeſs for me; 'tis a Woman I prize, 
d he that ſeeks more is more curious than wile. 


ſhe young, ſhe's not ſtubborn, but eaſy to mould 


a; either can pleaſe me, ſince Woman | prize, 


ie Venus the ogles, if ſquinting her Exe; 
bind, ſhe the Roving of mine cannot ipy 
ic either is lovely; tor Woman I priz 
0 he that ſceks more 15 more curious ha wiſe 


rich be my Bride, ſhe brin 855 Tokens of Love; 
por, then the farther froin Pride my Remove : 

15 cither contents me; for Woman I prize, 

ad he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


r faall want Converſe, if Tongue the poſſeſs; 


neg to either; for Woman I prize, 
2 that ſecks more is more curious than wiſe, 


4 F _ - — 
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CY CRY 


hen JT ye Profane, on the Sex to deſcant; 
vou've Wit to diſcern, of Charms they've no want: 


— 
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ad he that ſeeks more 15 more curious than wiſe. 


SONG ILV. 
In the Winter's Tale. 
O ME, come, my good Shepherds, our Flocks 


your Holiday Suits with your Laſſes appear: 
D 3 The 


1 ; 


The happieſt of Folks are the Guileleſs and Free; 25 
And who are ſo guileleſs, ſo happy, as we ? \, | 
We harbour no Paſſions by Luxury taught ; M 
We practiſe no Arts with Hypocriſy fraught : Nv! 
What we think in our Hearts you may read in our Eyes, = 
For, knowing no Falſhood, we need no Diſguiſe, W , 
By Mode and Caprice are the City Dames led; And 
But we all the Children of Nature are bred : ® 
By her Hands alone we are painted and dreſt, C 
For the Roſes will bloom when there's Peace in the let 
3 Breaſt. 8 
That Giant, Ambition, we never can dread ; Let 
Our Roofs are too low for ſo lofty a Head; 8 
Content and ſweet Chearfulneſs open our Door; . 
They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the Poor. Hrn 
When Love has poſſeſs'd us, that Love we reveal; g 


Like the Flocks that we feed are the Paſſions we fee!:; {MW © 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine Folk to deceive and betray. 


SONG LVI. 
SOLICITUDE: A Paſtoral. 
Set by Mr, Arne. — 
W H Y will you my Paſſion reprove, | 
Why term it a Folly to grieve, A 
Ere I tell you the Charms of my Love? a 


She's fairer than you can believe. 
She's fairer than you can believe. 


With her Mien ſhe enamours the Brave; 
With her Wit ſhe engages the Free; 

With her Modeſty 2 tke Grave: 
She's ev'ry Way pleaſing to me. 
She's, &c. 


1 
Vhen Paridel tries in the Dance 
i Some Favour with Phillis to find, 
h how with one trivial Glance 
Might ſhe ruin the Peace of my Mind, 
Might ſhe, &c. 


The WW: Ringlets he dreſſes his Hair, 
= And his Crook is beſtudded around ; 
j and his Pipe oh! may Ppillis beware 


Of a Magic there is in its Sound. 
Of a Magick, &c. 


in de et his Crook be with Hyacinths bound, 
So Phillis the Trophy deſpiſe: 
Let his Forehead with Laurels be crown'd, 
So they ſhine not in Phillis's Eyes. 
; So they, &c. 


'oor. re Language that flows from the Heart 
al; Is a Stranger to Paridel's Tongue; 
> fee! ; Net may ſhe beware of his Art, 


Or ſure I muſt envy the Song. 5 
Or ſure I muſt envy the Song. N 


SONG LVII. 


Ne Cock Aub a BULL. Sung at Ranelagh. 
Set by Mr. Arne. 


17 take in good Part the Squeeze of the Hand, 
That Language of Lovers who dare not demand, 
And when with another as cloſe and as dear 
You've made him believe his Happineſs near, 
You've made him believe his Happineſs near; 
Then to tell him a Tale, then to tell him a Tale, 
Then to tell him a Tale of a Cock and a Bull, 
That you meant no iſuch Thing, but was playing 
the Fool. i 
That you meant no ſuch Thing, but was playing 1938 
the Fool. rb 
hen D 4 The 


13 

The Tread on the Toe to admit and be free, 

And ſtrait to reply with the Toe Repartee; 

To expreſs with your Eyes your inward Deſires, 

And thus with full Hopes to kindle his Fires ; 
Then tell him a Tale, &c. 


When he wants to diſcloſe what he dares not reve:!. 

When he look; very filly, and means a great deal; 

When he thinks(ife'er Thinking ſhould enter his Bra 

You'll now grant his With, the Eaſe of his Pain; 
Then to tell him a Tale, &c. 


To let him, enraptur'd, proceed on to B ifs ; 

To ſuffer the Snatch or a Theft of the Kiſs; 

When Coyneſs retreating unwilhngly flies ; 

hen Sighs anſwer Murmurs, and Eyes talk to Eyes. 
Then to tell him a Tale of a Cock and a Bull. 
That yon meant no ſuch Thing, but was playing 


the Fool. { 
N 
45 


SONG LVIII. 
To DELIA. Cert by My. Arne. 


OFT pleaſing Pains, unknown before, a 

"4 My beating Boſom feels, f 
When I behold the bliſsful Bow'r \ 
Where Ceareſt Delia dwells. F 
That Way I daily drive my Flock ; ; 
Ah! happy, happy Vale! / 
There look, and v/ith ; and while I look 
My S1ghs increale the Gale. 
My Sighs increaſe the Gale. 


Sometimes at Midnight I do ſtray 
Beneath inclement Skies, 

And there my true Devotion pay 
I's Delia's ſleep- ſeal'd Eyes: 


N 


So pious Pilgrims nightly roam, 
With tedious Travel taint, 
To kiſs alone the clay-cold Tomb 
8, Of ſome lov'd fav'rite Saint. 
Of ſome, &c. 


O tell, ye Shades, that fold my Fair, 
eveal. And all my Bliſs contain, 
ah; why ſhow'd ye thoſe Bleſſings ſhare, 
For which I ſigh in vain: 
Put let me not at Fate repine, 
And thus my Griefs 1mpart ; 
She's not your "Tenant ;—ihe is mine: 
Her Manſion 1s my Heart. 
Her Manſion is my Heart. 


SONG LIX. 
Sung at Drury-Lane Theatre. 


Onfin'd to the Houſe till the Age of Fifteen, 
Nor Man but the Clowns of our Pariſh had ſeen 
| Nor Man but the Clowns of the Pariſh had ſeen; 
An Aunt to inſtruét me, a formal old Maid, 
A forma! old Maid, 
And J, filly I, ſtill believ'd all ſhe ſaid. 
And I, filly I, ſtill believ'd all ſhe ſaid. 


My Aunt in the Grave, to the Town ſtraight I flew, 
And inſtantly fond of each Pleaſure I grew ; 

The Sparks waited round me where-ever 1 went, 
And I, filly I, could not gueſs what they meant. 
And I, &c, 


They call me a Goddeſs, and, ſighing, declare 
The Toaſts of the Town are not like me ſo fair; 
They vow and declare, and my Pity invoks, 
And J, filly I, then beiiev'd al! they tpoke. 

And J, &c. 
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They tickled my Pride, but my Heart ſtill was free, 
Nor one of them all was a Conqueſt for me, 

Till young Szrephon advanc'd, and quickly he taught 


What I, filly I, till that Moment had ſought. 
What I, &c. 


With good Breeding and Senſe his Love he declar'd, 
Not like the vain Fops who before had appear'd : 
His Expreſſions were ſweet and ſprung from his Mind, 
And J, happy I, to my Strephon was join'd. 

And 1, happy I, to my Szrephon was join'd, 


SONG LX, 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


OUN G Daphne was the prettieſt Maid 
The Eyes of Love cou'd ſee, 
And but one Fault the Charmer had ; 
"Twas Crue'ty to me. 
"I'was Cruelty to me. 


No Swain that e'er the Nymph ador'd 
Was fonder or was younger ; 

Yet when her Pity I implor'd. 
"Twas, ſtay a little longer. 
"TI was, &C, 


It chanc'd I met the blooming Fair, 4 
One May Morn, in the Grove ; 6 
When Cipid whiſper'd in my Ear, 15 
Now, now's the Time for Love. rc 
Now, &c. 10 
I claſp'd the Maid; it wak'd her Pride: Wi 
What! did I mean to wrong her Ir 
Not ſo, my gentle dear, I cry'd ; Fr 
But Love will ſtay no longer. * 
But Love, &c. . 


| 1 
Then, A 


nen, 


11 


Then, kneeling at her Feet, I ſwore 
How much 1 lov'd, how well ; 

And that my Heart which beat for her, 
With her ſhould ever dwell. 

With her, &c. 

Conſent ſtood ſpeaking in the Eye 
Of all my Care's Prolonger: 

Yet Daphne utter'd wizh a Sigh, 
Oh! ſtay a little longer. 
Oh! ſtay, &c. 


The Conflict in her Soul I ſaw 
"Twixt Virtue and Deſire: 

Oh! come, I cry'd, let Hymen's Law 
Give Sanction to Love's Fire. 
Give Sanction, &c. 


Ye Lovers, gueſs how great my Joys! 
Cou'd Rapture well prove ſtronger ? 
When Virtue ſpoke in Daphne's Voice, 
You now—ſhall ſtay no longer. 
You now—ſhall ſtay no longer. 


SONG LXI. 
Set by Mr, Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 
) IS a Twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they 


are twain, 
vince Thyr/is neglected the Nymphs of the Plain, 
And wou'd tempt me to walk the gay Meadows along, 
Jo hear a ſoft Tale, or to ſing him a Song. 
To hear a ſoft Tale, or to fing him a Song. 


What at firſt was but Friendſhip ſoon grew to a Flame 3 
In my Heart it was Love, in the Youth 'twas the ſame 3 
from each other our Paſſion we {fought not to hide; 
but who ſhou'd love moſt was our Conteſt and Pride. 


But who, &c. 
D 6 But 


1 60 ] 
Put Prudence foon whiſper'd us, © Love not too well, 
« For Envy has Eyes, and a Tongue that will tell ; 
And a Flame, without Fortune's rich Gifts on its Side, 
«« 'The grave ones will ſcorn, and a Mother mult chide, 
„The grave, &c.“ 


Afraid of Rebukes, he his Viſits forbore, 

And we promis'd to think of each other no more, 
Or to tarry, with Patience, a Seaſon more kind: 

So I put the dear Shepherd quite out of my Mind. 
So J put, &c. 


But Love breaks the Fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all Cenſure, and will be repaid : 
If we ſigh fot each other, ah ! quit not your Care : 
Condemn the God Cid; but b'eſs the fond Pair, 


Condemn the God Cupid ; but bleſs the fond Pair, fo | 
N 

SON G LXIL But, 

\ 

Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, © 

O O long a giddy wand'ring Youth, An 

From Fair to Fair, I rov'd: A 

To ev'ry Nymph I vow'd my Truth; a 


Tho! all alike I lov'd : 

Yet, when the Joy 1 wiſh'd was paſt, 
My Truth appear'd a Jeſt: 

But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laſt 
That Conſtancy is beſt, 
That Conſtancy is beſt. 


Like other Fools, at fema'e Wiles 
"Twas my Delight to rail; 

Their S ghs, their Vows, their Tears, their Smiles, 
Were falfe, I thought, and frail : 


But, 


; 181 

, by Reflection's 1 Pow'r, 
ſee their Worth confeſt; 

hat Man cannot enough adore : 

That Conſtancy is beſt. 

That Conſtancy is beſt. 


e roving Heart at Beauty's Sight 
May glow with fond Defire ; 
t, tho Poſſeſſion yield Delight, 
t damps the lawleſs Fire: 
t Love's celeſtial faithful Flames 
Still catch from Breaſt to Breaſt ; 
hile ev'ry home: felt Joy proclaims 
That Conſtancy is beſt, 
That Conftancy is beft, 


o ſolid Bliſs from Change reſults ; 
No real Raptures flow; 

ut, fix d to one, the Soul exults, 
And taſtes of Heav'n below. 

With Love, on ev'ry gen'rous Mind, 
Is Truth's fair Form impreſt; 

And Reaſon dictates to Mankind, 
That Conſtancy is beſt. 
That Conſtancy is beſt. 


well, 
j 
ide, 


de, 


SONG LXIII. 
Damon and Celia. 4 Dialogue. 


Set by Mr, Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 


CEL1a; 


ES, Damon, yes, I can approve, 

See all thy Merit, all thy Love; 
But ſhipwreck'd once, J leave the Shore. 
And truſt the faithleſs Seas no more. 

, And truſt the faithleſs Seas no more, 


62 J 
Thy Vows are loft, thy Tears are vain, 
For I can never love again, 
Thy Vows are loſt, thy Tears are vain, 
For I can never love again. 


Damon. 
And could'ſ thou then, bewitching Maid, 
Could'ſt thou be ſlighted or betray'd ? 
Or, is it but an artful Tale, 
O'er Damon's Paſſion to prevail? 
O'er Damon's, &C. 
For ſurely thou wert born to reign, 
To love, and to be lov'd again, 
For ſurely, &c. 


CELIA. 
If Celia could once more believe, 
Damon, like Thyrfis, would deceive : 
And yet, methinks it cannot bes 
There muſt be Faith and Truth in thee, * 
There muſt, &c. 
Truſt me, thy Celia feels thy Pain, 
And wiſhes ſhe could love again. 


Truſt me, &c. = 
Damon. 

Why then, thoſe Fears that rack thy Breaſt ? I. 

Say that thou wilt, and Jam bleſt: 

But, if my Vows ſucceſsleſs prove, A 

Damon ſhall bid adieu to Love. 

Damon ſhall bid adieu to Love. T 

Like thee, reſolve to quit the Plain, 

And never, never love again, 0 


Like thee, reſolve to quit the Plain, 
And never, never love again, 


SONG 
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SONG IXIV. 


An ADDRESS to the LADIES. 


Sung at Ranelagh. 


E Belles, and ye Flirts, and ye pert little Things, 
Who trip in this frolickſome Round, 

ray tell me from whence this Indecency ſprings, 
The Sexes at once to confound ? 

Chat means the cock'd Hat, and the maſculine Air, 
With each Motion deſign'd to perplex ? 

right Eyes were intended to languiſh, not ſtare, 
And Softneſs the 'Teſt of your Sex dear Girls, 
And Softneſs the Teſt of your Sex. 


he Girl who on Beauty depends for Support 
May call ev'ry Art to her Aid; 
he Boſom diſplay'd, and the Petticoat ſhort, 
Are Samples ſhe gives of her Trade: 
ut you, on whom Fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom Pride has preſerv'd from the Snare, 
Shou'd ſlily attack us with Coyneſs and Wiles, 
Not with open and infolent Air— brave Girls. 
Not with, &c. 


The Venus, whoſe Statue delights all Mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the View, 

And kindly ſhou'd ſeem, by the Artiſt deſign'd, 
To ſerve as a Model for you. 

Then learn, with her Beauties, to copy her Air ; 
Nor venture too much to reveal : 

Our Fancies will paint what you cover with Care, 

And double each Charm you conceal—ſ{weet Girls. 

And double, &c. 


* 
JF 


The 
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The Bluſhes of Morn, and the Mildneſs of 1ay. 
Are Charms which no Art can procure : 
Oh ! be but yourſelves, and our Homage we'!! par, 
And your Empire is ſolid, and ſure: | 
But, if Amazon-like, you attack your Gallants, 
And put us in Fear of our Lives, 
You may do very well for Siſters or Aunts ; 


Believe me you'll never be Wives — poor GIs, 0 p 
Believe me, you'll never be Wives. nd 
nd 
SONG LXV. nd 
dy | 
The Cnoice, 41 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. , = 
ADI, ye Swains, the happy Pow'r ot 
To make the Nymph I wou'd adore, Vet 

Her Skin ſhou'd be as Lillies fair, 
With roſy Lips, and nut-brown Hair. _ 3 
With roſy Lips, and nut-brown Hair, * 
With Limbs well turn d; her Air and Mein, wn, 
At once, both ſprightly and ſerene, Ar 


At once both ſprightly and ſerene ; 
Beſide all this, a nameleſs Grace 
Shou'd be diffus'd all o'er her Face. 


This for her Form: Now, for her Mind; 
I'd have it open, gen'rous, kind, 

He void of all coquetiſh Arts, 
And vain Deſign of conq'ring Hearts, 
And vain, &c. 


Not ſway'd by any Views of Gain, 

Nor fond of giving others Pain. 

Nor fond, &c. 

But ſoft, tho* bright, like her own Eyes; 

Diſcreetly witty, gayly wiſe, vg 
2 ol 


Ta 


123 J 
d have her ſxill'd in ev'ry Art, 
hat can engage a wandering Heart; 
now all the Sciences of Love, 
et ever willing to improve. 
et ever, &c. 


o preſs the Hand, and roll the Eye, 
nd ſometimes drop an am'rous Sigh, 
nd ſometimes, &c. 

nd yet I'd have the Charmer be 
Nature only taught, or me. 


d have her to ſtrict Honour ty'd, 

nd yet without one Spark of Pride; 
Company well dreſt and fine, 

et not ambitious to outſhine, 

1et not, Ec. 


In pfivate always neat and clean; 

And quite a Stranger to the Spleen, 
And quite, &c. 

Well pleas'd to 2 the Park or Play, 
And ſometimes dance the Night away. 


SONG LXVI. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


LITHE Calin's bleſt Art 
Has bewitch'd my young Heart, 
And, truſt me, there's Place for none other: 
Shou'd he once ceaſe to woo, 
What muſt ſcorn'd Moly do? 
For there's not in the World ſuch another. 
For there's not in the World ſuch another. 


No Lad on the Plain 
Sure can pipe like my Swain; 


8o 
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So ſweetly can carol no other: 
Oh ! how oft in the Vale 
Have I heard his {oft Tale 
By Moon: light he'll tell me another. 
By Moon: light, &c. 


Wit, Beauty, and Truth, 

All be- deck the dear Youth : 
Perſuade me my Love not to ſmother : 

He has Riches in Store ; 

Yet he courts me, tho' poor: 
He ſwears that he doats on no other. 
He ſwears, &c. 


Shou'd he chance to proclaim, 
'To the Shepherds his Flame, 


They'll envy, and make a great Pother : 


Let the Nymphs praiſe or rail, 
All their Malice will fail; 
In ſpite, I will think of no other. 
In ſpite, &c. 


To the Church on the Brow 
Once he pointed, I vow ; 
With Kiſſes me almoſt did ſmother : 
Not a Word cou'd I ſay ; 
But I long for the Day : 
He'll marry me one Time or other. 
He'll marry me one Time or other. 


SONG LXVII. 


The VINDICATION. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


HE wicked Wits, as Facy hits, 
All ſatyrize the Fair; 


Ih 


151 


Ja Proſe and Rhyme, in Strains ſublime, 
Their Foibles they declare: 

The kind are bold, the chaſte are cold ; 
Theſe prudiſh, thoſe too free: 

Ye curious Men, come, tell us then, 
What ſhould a Woman be ? 
What ſhould a Woman be ? 


But hard's the Taſk, and vain to aſk, 
Where Optics are untrue ; 

The Muſe ſhall here th' indicted clear, 
And prove the Crimes on you : 

The Rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy'd, 
On whom his Wiſh was plac'd ; 

The Fool, deny'd, affects the Pride, 
And rails, to be in Taſte. 
And rails, &c. 


But, not like theſe, the Men of Bliſs 
Their ſure Criterion fix: 

No: Wiſdom caies, My Sons, ariſe, 
And vindicate the Sex: 

Tis theirs to prove thoſe Sweets of Love 
Which others never ſhare; 

And evidence, that none have Senſe 
But who adore the Fair. 
But who, &c. 


Ye blooming Race, with ev'ry Grace 
Celeſtially impreſt, 

Tis yours to quell the Cares that dwell 
Within 3 Breaſt: 

At Beauty's Voice our Souls rejoice, 
And Rapture wakes to Birth; 

And Jove deſign'd th' enchanting Kind 
To form an Heav'n on Earth. 
To form, &c. | 


E 

Oh! ev'ry Art, to win the Heart, 

Ye dear Inſpirers, try; 

Each native Charm with Faſhion arm, 
And let Love's Lightning fly : 

And hence, ye grave, your Counſels ſave, 
Which Youth but ſets at nought ; 

For Woman ſtill will have her Will, 
And ſo I think ſhe ought. 
And ſo I think ſhe ought. 


SONG LXVIII. 
Set by Mr, Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


1 Am a young Virgin, that oft have been told, 
I ſhould try to get marry'd before I'm too old 
J took the Advice, and got one in my Eye, 
Whom if I can't have, I'm afraid I ſhall die. 
Whom if I cen't have, I'm afraid I ſha!l die. 


Young Thyr/7s is witty, well featur'd, and tall, 
His Fellow- Swains own that he out-does em a'! : 
When firſt I beheld him, I cannot tell why, 


I thought I was going that Moment to die. 
I thought, &c. 


l If through the Receſſes of yon ſilent Grove, 

1 Or over the Meadows, I happen to rove, 

And ſee my dear Shepherd at Diſtance paſs by, 
I tremble all o'er, and am ready to die. 
I tremble a'l o'er, &c. 


I fly to the Place where I hear the bleſt Sound; 
O Nause {weet Youth ! to myſelf then I cry, 
I'd liſten to thee, were I going to die. 

I'd liſten to thee, &c, 


When he plays on his Pipe to the Lambkins around, 


Laſt 


19 ] 
Laſt Saturday Eve, (I remember the Day) 
caught him ſaluting C/arinda the gay 
That I envy'd each Kiſs, I will never deny, 
And fervently pray'd that my Rival might die, 
| And fervently pray'd, &c. 


Come, Hymen, and lend a young Virgin your Aid, 
| Who, without your Aſſiſtance, muſt die an old Maid; 
* To all my fond Wiſhes make Tit comply, 
And if I don't have him, I wiſh I may die. 

And if I don't have him, I wiſh I may die. 


SONG LXIX. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vaux-Hall, 


OUN G Colin ſought my Heart to gain; 
The Shepherd, loſt in Love, 

Each Morn he woo'd me on the Plain, 

Each Noon within the Grove; 
Yet my Denial {till was this, 

Pſhaw ! Man, I can't endure you; 
And if he offer'd but to kiſs, | 
* Such Rudeneſs !- I'll aſſure you, I'll aſſure you. 
Such Rudeneſs !—Pl aſſure you. | 


For twenty Youths (not he alone) 
- The am'rous Flame confelt ; 
And, had I once been kind to one, 
I'm ſure I'd loſt the reſt: 
Beſide, he us'd no pretty Arts, 
But ſagely wou'd allure me ; 
While ps. 9 talk'd of Flames and Darts ; 
"Twas pretty — I'll aſſure ye, 
"I'was pretty, &c. 
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My Face, my Form, were prais'd aloud ; 
My Wit new Conqueſts hr'd ; 
100 And 'twas enough to make one proud 
To be fo much admur'd; At 
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At length, Reflection ſhew'd the Fate 
Such Flatt'ry might procure me, 
And Virtue warn'd to ſhun the Bait, 
Nor vainly—1'll aſſure ye. 
Nor vainly— I'll aſſure ye. 


I bid the ſighing Train depart; 
This Maxim pleas'd to prove, 
That Flatt'ry fills the ſenſual Heart, 
But Truth the Heart of Love: 
Young Colin, wont in vain to plead, 
Of Vanity to cure me, 

Now woo'd again; and now indeed 
I lov'd him I'll aſſure ye, 
J lov'd him, &c. 


I blam'd myſelf, ſuch Scorn to bear 
To Merit now ſo clear: 

By my Example, learn, ye Fair, 
To prize the Youth ſincere : 

We inſtant join'd the nuptial Tie 
He raptur'd to inſure me ; 

And, truſt me, Damſels, when you try, 
"I'will charm you I'll aſſure ye. 
"I will charm you—PF'l aſſure ye. 


SONG LXX. | 

Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. | 
VON Colin proteſts I'm his Joy and Delight; ſ 7 
OT 


He's ever unhappy when I'm from his Sight; 
He wants to be with me where-ever I go; 
The Deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 


The Deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. h 

His Pleaſure all Day is to fit by my Side; 

He pipes and he ſings, tho' I frown and! 8 1 h 
bi 


1 

bid him depart; but he, ſmiling, ſays, no; 
he Deuce, ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 

The Deuce, &c. 


e often requeſts me his Flame to relieve ; 
aſk him, what Favour he hopes to receive ? 
is Anſwer's a Sigh, while in Bluſhes I glow : 
Vhat Mortal beſide him would plague a Maid ſo ? 
What Mortal, &c. 
his Breaſt-knothe yeſterday brought from the Wake, 
And ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his Sake, 
Such Trifles 'tis eaſy enough to beſtow ; 
ure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo. 
] ſure, &C. 


He hands me each Eve from the Cot to the Plain, 
and meets me each Morn to conduct me again 
ut what's his Intention I wiſh I could know, 


For I'd rathar be marry'd than plagu'd with him fo. 


For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him ſo, 


$&0-N-G---LAXE 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 


O Shepherd was like Strephon gay, 
No Swain to me ſo dear ; 


Flwas Rapture all the live-long Day 


His Song, his Pipe, to hear, 


| His Song, his Pipe to hear: 
Yet when he ſigh'd, and talk'd of Love, 


His Paſſion I'd forbid ; 
or what I felt to hide I ſtrove ; 


| Upon my Word I did. 


Upon my Word I did. 


he Spring, when Nature wakes to Youth, 
And looks all Life and Joy, 

he Summer's Sun, ſaw Strephon's Truth, 
daw Chloe ſtill was coy. 

Saw Chloe, &C. 


C81 
At length he vow'd, thou cruel Fair, 
Diſdain my Heart has freed : 
He ſpoke, and left me in Deſpair ; 
Upon my Word he did. 
Upon, &c. 


How ſad, how penitent was I ! 
My Pride had caus'd my Pain : 
From Morn to Eve I us'd to figh, 
Ok ! Szrephon come again. 
Oh! Screphon, &c. 
It chanc'd, he ſought a tender Lamb, 
That in the Grove lay hid; 
When, thoughtleſs, there I breath'd his Name 
Upon my Word I did. 
Upon, &c. 


Surpriz'd, my well known Voice to hear, 
In Sounds of ſoft Delight, 

With eager Steps the Youth drew near, 
And met my raptur'd Sight. 
And met, &Cc. 

No Pow'r had I, all Art was vain, 
Of Szrephon to get rid; 

My panting Heart confeſs'd the Swain ; 
Upon my Word it did, 
Upon, &c. 


O Nymph, he cry'd, whoſe Eyes to meet 
My Soul with Joy o'erflows ! 

The Bee, that roves from Sweet to Sweet, 
Like me, prefers the Roſe. 
Like me, &c. 

Ye Maids, with whom I've trip'd the Green, 
Let other Youths ſucceed ; 

My Chl welcom'd me again; 
Upon my Word ſhe did, 
Upon, &c. 


* 


* 


V hi 
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- While Bluſhes crimſon'd o' er my Cheek, 
My Hand with Warmth he preſt ; 

Oh! ſpeak, he ſigh'd, my Chloe, ſpeak, 
Shall S:rephon now be bleſt ? 

th | who that lov'd ſo well, ſo long, 
The Shepherd cou'd have chid ? 

Perhaps you think I held my Tongue ; 
Upon my Word, I did. 
Upon my Word, I did. 


SONG LXXII. 


ne, HEN the Nymphs were contending for 
\ Beauty and Fame, 
Bright Sy{via ſtood foremoſt in Right of her Claim; 
And to crown the high "Tranſports dear Conqueſt 
excites, 
At Court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's. 
At Court ſhe was envy d, and toaſted at Wbzte's. 


But how ſhall I whiſper this fair One's ſad Caſe ? 
A cruel Diſeaſe has deſtroy'd her {weet Face; 

Her Vermilion is chang'd to a dull ſettled Red, 
And all the gay Graces of Beauty are fled, 

And all, &c. 


Take heed, all ye Fair, leſt you triumph in vain ;! 
For Sy/via, tho! alter'd from pretty to plain, 

b now more engaging, ſince Reaſon took Place, 
Than when ſte polſeſt the Perfections of Face. 
Than when, &c. 


Convinc'd, ſhe no more can coquet it, and teaze; 
inſtead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe ; 

Makes 'Truth and Diſcretion the Guide of her Life ; 
Tho' ſpoil'd for a Toaſt, ſhe's well-form'd for a Wife. 
i ko' ſpoil'd for a Toaſt, ſhe's well-form'd for a Wife. 


Why E SONG 
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SONG LXXIII. 


ConyDon ard PHOEBE: A Dialagus. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 


CoRyYDoOR. 
ELL met, deareſt Phabe : ah! why in ſuch 
Haſte ? 
The Woods and the Meadows all Day have I tracd, 
In ſearch of my fair One: "Then nothing remains, 
But ſhe to reward me for all my paſt Pains. 
But ihe to reward me for all my paſt Pains. 


PHOEBE. 
Why! how now, bold Corydon ! what do you mean: 
Shou'd a Daniſel, like me, juſt turn'd of Nineteen, 
Be ſeen all alone with a Man, I'm afraid 
The World wou'd ſoon think me no longer a Maid. 
The World, &c. N 


CoRYDON, 
Let 'em think as they pleaſe, 'twill prove all a Lye; . 
You are not alone, for chaſte Oynthia is by; 12 
She'll judge of our Actions: Then drive away Fear ; WW" * 
No Harm is intended to Phebe, I ſwear. 
No Harm, &c. | 


No, no, ſubtle Swain, you may fay what you will, WW” 
kneel, lye, ſwear, and flatter, and try all your Skill; WW © 
Before I'll be cozen'd, I'd have you to know, 

II die firſt a Virgin; ſo pray let me go. 

die, &c. 

Why, Phebe, ſuch Thoughts I had ne'er in my Head; 
I meant but to know if to-morrow you'd wed ; 

But, ſince you won't hear me, I'll bid you adieu, 


And find out ſome other that's kinder than you. 
And find, && 


P H GE BE. 


een, 


1 


PHOE RE. 
deturn, gentle Shepherd, a few Moments ſtay; 
venture to yield, if you mean as you lay ; 
et to-morrow then come, at the Church you ſhall 
find, 
That ſhe you think cruel yet ſtill may be kind, 
That ſhe, &c. 


Born. 
D Phzbus ! vouchſafe to accept of our Boon; 
lake haſte to expel the pale glimmering Moon ; 
ad when thy bright Face ſhall appear in the Sky, 
th Rapture we'll haſten the dear nuptial Tye, 
\ith Rapture we'll haſten the dear nuptial Ty) e. 


SONG LAXIV; 
On the Marriage A, 


HE Fool that is wealthy is ſure of a Bride; 
For Riches, like Fig-leaves, their Nakednefs 
hide: 
[he Slave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his Life, 
2 a Batchelor's Bed, without Miſtreſs or Wife. 


1 good Days of yore they ne'er troubled their Heads 
1 ſettling of Jointures, or making of Deeds; 

ut Adam and Eve, when they firſt enter'd Courſe, 
en took one another, for better, for worſe. 


nen pr'ythee, dear Chlor, ne' er aim to be great; 

et Love be thy Jointure ; ne'er mind an Eſtate : 

ou can never be poor, who have all thoſe Charms; 
ind I ſhall be rich, when I've you in my Arms. 


E 2 $O0NG 


os 
SONG LXXV. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 
LL on the pleaſant Banks of Taeed 


Young Tockey won my Heart; 
None tun' d ſo ſweet his oaten Reed, 
None ſung with ſo much Art: 
His ſcilſul Tale 
Did ſoon prevail 
To make me fondly love him; 
But now he hies, 
Nor heeds my Cries: 
I wou'd I ne'er had ſeen him! 


When firſt we met, the bonny Swain 
Of nought but Love cou'd ſay : 

Oh! give, he cry'd, my Heart again; 
You've ſtole my Heart away; 

Or elſe incline 

To give me thine, 
And I'll together join em: 

. Mv faithful Heart 

Will never part; 
Ah! why did I believe him! 


Not now my lighted Face he knows, 
His ſoon forgotten dear ; 

Jo wealthier Laſs, o'erjoy'd, he goes, 
To breathe his Falſehood there: 

Miſtaken Kate, 

The Swain's a Cheat; 
Not for a Moment truſt him; 

For ſhining Gold 

He's bought and ſold ; 

] wou'd I had not ſeen him! 


"hen 


| A5 good as he; 


EFF: 


hen, all ye Maidens, fly the Swain, 

His wily Stories ſhun ; 

Elſe you, like me, muſt ſoon complain 
Like me muſt be undone : 

But Peace, my Breaſt, 

Nor break thy Reſt ; 
Pl try clean to forget him 

| ſoon ſhall ſee 


J wiſh 1 ne'er had ſeen him 


SONG LXXVI. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall, 


INCE Wedlock's in Vogue, and ſtale Virgins 
\ deſpis'd, 
To all Batchelors, greeting, theſe Lines are premis'd: 
I'm a Maid that would marry—ah ! could I but find 
(care not for Fortune) a Man to my Mind. 
{I care not for Fortune) a Man to my Mind. 


Not the fair-weatner'd Fop, fond of Faſhion and Dreſs ; 
Not the Squire, who can reliſhno Joys but the Chaſe; 
Nor the free-thinking Rake,whom no Morals can bind; 
Neither this, that, nor t'other's the Man to my Mind, 
Neither this, &c. . 


Not the ruby fac'd Sot, who topes World without End; 


Nor the Drone, who can't reliſh his Bottle and Friend; 


Nor the Fool, that's too fond ; nor the Churl, that's 
unkind ; 


| Neither this, that, nor t'other's the Man to my Mind. 
Neither this, &c. 


Not the rich, with full Bags, without Breeding or Merit; 
Nor the Flaſh that's all Fury, without any Spirit ; 
Nor the fine Maſter Fribble, the Scorn of Mankind ; 
Neither this, that, nor t'other's the Man to my Mind. 
Neither this, &c. E 3 But 
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But the Youth, whom good Senſe and good Natur 
inſpire ; 

Whom the brave muſt eſteem, and the Fair ſhoule 
admire; 

In whoſe Heart Love and Truth are with Honey: 
conjoin'd; 

This, this, and no other's the Man to my Mind. 

This, this, and no other's the Man to my Mind. 


SONG LXXVII. 
The RO v ER. 
Set ty Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vaux-hall. 


N all the Sex ſome Charms I find; 
J love to try all Woman-kind, 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty. 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty, Is 
In Cupid's Fetters, moſt ſevere, 
I languiſh'd out a long, long Year, 
The Slave of wanton Kitty. 
The Slave of wanton Arty, 


At length I broke the galling Chain, 
And ſwore that Love was endleſs Pain, 
One conſtant Scene of Folly. 

One conſtant, &c. 
I vow'd no more to wear the Yoke ; 
But ſoon I felt a ſecond Stroke, 
And figh'd for blue-ey'd Molhy. 
And figh'd, &c, 


With Treſſes next of flaxen Hue, 

Young Jeum did my Soul ſubdue, 
That lives in yonder Valley, 
That lives, &c. 


Then 
And 
| 


Ado! 
M 7 


5. 


1 
| Nat hen Capia threw another Snare, 
ad caught me in the curling Hair 
Of little tempting Satly. 
Of litile, &c. 


Adorn'd with Charms, tho' blithe and young, 
My roving Heart from Bondage ſprung, 
nd, This Heart of yielding Mettle, 
ind, 1 This Heart of yielding Mettle. 
And now it wanders here and there, 
By Turns the Pr.ze of brown and fair, 
But never more will ſettle, 
But never more will ſettle. 


r ſhoule 


H ONOur 


SONG LXXVIII. 
A Diahgue. 
Hy, HEN Foeckey was bleſt with your Love 


and your Truth, 

Not on Taveed's pleaſant Banks dwelt ſo blith- 

ſome a Youth ; 24 

With Jenny I ſported it all the Day long, 14 

And tcr Name was the Burden and Joy of my N 

Song. | 

And her Name was the Burden and Joy of my 
Song. 


Sax. Ere Jockey had ceas'd all his Kindneſs for me, 
There liv'd in the Vale not ſo happy a She; 
Such Pleaſures with Fockey his Jenny had known, 
That fhe ſcorn'd, in a Cot, the gay Folks of 

the Town. 
That ſhe ſcorn'd, &c. 


Hz. Ah! Fockey, what Fear now poſſeſſes thy Mind, 
That Jenny, ſo conſtant, to Villy's been kind, 


en E 4 Wen, 


80 J 
When, dancing ſo gay with the Nymphs on dt 
Plain. 
She yielded her Hand and her Heart to . 
Swain? 
She yielded, &c. 


SHE. You falſly upbraid ; but, remember the Day, 
With Lucy you toy'd it beneath the jnew Hay; 
When alone with your Lucy, the Shepherds hatt 

ſaid, 
You forgot all the Vows that to 7erny were mad 
You forgot, &c. 


HE. 


He. Believe not, ſweet Jenny, my Heart ſtray'd ſten >? 
thee, 
For Lacy the wanton's a Maid ſtill for me; 
From a Lafs that's ſo true your fond Fockey nee: 
rov'd, 
Nor once could forſake the kind Jenny he lov'd, 
Nor once, &c. 1 


SUR. My Heart for young Vilih ne er panted and figh'd, 

For you of that Heart was the Joy and the Pride; 

While Taveed's Waters glide ſhall your ery be 
true, 

Nor love, my dear Jockey, a Shepherd like you, 

Nor love, &c. 


DUET. 
Sur. For Kindneſs no Youth can with Fockey compare, 
H. No Shepherd e'er met with ſo faithful a Fair. 
Born. We'll love then, & hve from fierce Jealouly free, 
And none on the Plains ſhall be happy as we. 
We'll love then, and live from fierce Jealouly free, 
And none on the Plains ſhall be happy as we. 


SONG 


* 1 


SONG LXXIX. 


A Paſtoral Dialogue, Sung at Vauxhall. 


He, AS TE, haſte, P}i/lis, haſte, tis the firſt 
of the May / 


2 Day, Hark, the Goldfinches fing, to the Wood let's 

Hay; away; 

rds hate We'll pluck the pale Primgoſe ; nay, ſtart not, 
my dear, 

re made I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your Ear. 


I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your Ear. 


d fron WW Sun. Excuſe me, fond Swain, it has often been ſaid, 

The Wood is unſafe for a Maiden to tread ; - 

And a wither'd old Gipſey one Day I eſpy'd, 

ey neter Bid me fhun the thick Wood, and ſaid ſome- 
thing beſide. 

 Iov'd, Bid me ſhun, &c, 


HE. Tis all a meer Fable; there's nothing to fright 5 
There's Muſic all Day, and no Spectres at Night: 
No Creature but Cupid, believe me, is there, 
And Cupid's an Urchin you ſurely can't fear, 
And Cupid's, &c. "y 


Suk. For all I could ſay, when arriv'd at the Wood, 
Who knows your Deſign? you may dare to be 
rude ; 
So I bid you farewel, and confeſs I'm afraid, 
Leſt Cupid and you be too hard for a Maid, 
Leſt Cupid, &c. 


He, His Dictates you wiſely at once fhould approve, 
For, pray what is Life? it is Pain without Love: 
1 hink how Youth, like the Roſe, tho' unga- 
ther'd, will fade, 
6 Then quickly comply, leſt you die an old Maid. 
Then quickly, &c. 
E 5 IG 


2 ] 
Se. By Language as artful young Daphne was wen; A 


1 hus courted, ſhe yielded, was trick' d, and ur b 
done; He 

And, rather than truſt the fine Things you ha And 
{aid, 


Let my Beauty decay, and [I'll die an old Mail 
Let my Beauty, &c. 


He. Believe not I'm faithleſs and falſe as the Wind 
Fil be true as the Turtle, as fond, and as kind; 
Will lead you to Pleaſure untaſted beſore, 
And make you a Bride; can a Mortal do more? 
And make you, &c. 


Sur. Then at once I'll comply, for I cannot ſay no; WW A 
To- morrow to Church with my Shepherd Ill oF a 
To the Wood next, tho' Cupid fo talk'd of be tie WW þ 
With Joy I'll away, and adieu to all Fear, F* 
With Joy, &c. 


Bor Ye Nymphs, to the Woods never venture to go; 
Till the Prieft joins your Hands, you mult an. 
{wer no, no: 
Ye Swains, ſhou!d your fair ones be deat toyou 
fill, | 
You muſt wear the ſoft Chain; then they'll g 
where you will. 
You mult Wear the ſoft Chain; then they'll ge 
where you will. 


SONG LXXX. 
Set by Mr. Worgan, Sung at Vauxhall. 


1. L ſing of my Lover all Night and all Day; 

He's ever good-natur'd, and frolick and gay; 
Ris Voice 1s as ſweet as the Niphtingale's Lay, 
And well on his Bagpipe my Shepherd can play ; 


1 A n 3 


'as WON; 
and Un 


Ou fa 


1 Maid 


Wind : 
's Kind; 
' 


more: 


Y no; 
I'l ge; 


* 


The 7 
And a bonny young Lad is my Fockev, 
And a bonny young Lad is my Feckey. 


He ſays that he loves me, I'm witty, aed fair, 
And praiſes my Eyes, my Lips, and my Hair; 
Roſe: Vi'let, nor Lilly, with me can compare : 
If this be to flatter, 'tis pretty, I ſwear ; 


And a bonny, &Cc. 


He kneel'd at my Feet, and with many a Sigh, 
He cry 'd, oh! my-dear, will you never comply? 


| If you mean to deſtroy me, why do it; PII die: 


[ trembled all over, and an{wer'd, not I; 
And a bonny, &c. 


Around the tall May-pole he dances ſo neat, 


And Sonnets of Love the dear Boy can repeat ; 

He's conſtant, he's valiant, he's wiſe and diſcreet, 

His Looks are ſo kind, and his Kiſſes fo {weet ; 
And a bonny, &c, 

At Eve, when the Sun ſeeks Repoſe in the Weſt, 

And May's tuneful Choriſts all ſkim to their Neſt; 


When I meet on the Green the dear Boy I love beſt, 


My Heart is juſt ready to burlt from my Breaſt ; 
And a bonny, &c. 


But fee how the Meadows are moiſten'd with Dew; 


Come, come, my dear Shepherd, I wait but for you; 


We'll live for each other, both conſtant and true, 
And taſte the ſoft Raptures no mortal eier new; 
And a bonny young ad is my Fo. key. 
And a bonny young Lad is my Jockey. 


E 6 SONG 
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SONG LXXXI. 


CuARMIN OG BEESS x. 
Set by Mr. Howard, Sung at Ranelagh. 


SSIST me, all ye tuneful Nine, 
With Numbers ſoft and witty ; 

To Be 1 inſcribe the Line, 

Then raiſe my humble Ditty. 
To Be] inſcribe the Line; 

'Then raiſe my humble Ditty. 
Catch, catch, ye Groves, the am'rous Song ; 
And, as ye waft the Sound along, 
Attend, ye liſt'ning ſylvan Throng, 

To praiſe my charming Be, 

My lovely charming 355. 


Let others ſing the cruel Fair, 
Who glories in undoing, 
And proudly bids the Wretch deſpair, 
Rejoicing in his Ruin. 
And proudly, &c. 
Such haughty Tyrants I deteſt ; 
And let me ſcorn them, while I reft 
Upon thy gently ſwelling Breaſt, 
My lovely charming 55. 
My lovely, &c. 


The Roſe I'll pluck to deck her Head, 
The Viet and the Panſy : » 
'The Cowllip too ſhall quit the Mead, 
To aid my am'rous Fancy. 
The Cowſlip, &c. 
Ye fragrant Silters of the Spring, 
Who ſhed your Sweets on Zebra Wing, 
Around my Fair your Odours fling, 
Around my charming Be. 
Around, &c. When 


gen 


„ 
When Ev'ning dapples o'er the Skies, 
The Sun no longer burning, 
Methinks I ſee before my Eyes 
Thy well-known Form returning. 
On Hill or Dale, by Wood or Stream, 
Thou art alone my conſtant Theme, 
My waking Wiſh, my Morning Dream, 
Thou lovely charming 5. 
Thou lovely charming 5%. 


SONG LXXXII. 


MyRT1LL A. 
Set by Mr, Howard, Sung at Ranelagh, 


E chearful Virgins, have ye ſeen 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the Green, 
'To Roſe or Jeſs'mine Bow'r ? 
To Roſe or jeſs' mine Bow'r ? 
Where does ſhe ſeek the Woodbine Shade ? 
For ſure ye know the blooming Maid, 
Sweet as the May-born Flower. 
Sweet as the Majz-born Flow'r. 


Her Cheeks are like the maiden Roſe 
Join'd with the Lilly as it grows, 
Where each in Sveetnels vie. 
Where each in Sweetneſs vie. 
Like Dew-Drops glittering in the Morn, 
When Phebus gilds the flow'ring Thorn, 
Health ſparkles in her Eye. | 
Health ſparkles in her Eye. 


Her Song is like the Linnet's Lay, 
That warbles chearful on the Sp:ay 
To hail the vernal Be m. 
To hail the vernal Beam, 


8383 
Her Heart is blither than her Song: 
Her Paſſions gently move along, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Stream. 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Stream. 


SONG LXXXIII. 
The ADviIce, 
Set by Mr. Howard, Sung at Ranelagh, 


V E Nymphs, who to the Throne of Love 

With Hearts ſubmiſſive bow); 

Who hope the mutual Bliſs to prove, 
That crowns the nuptial Vow. 
That crowns the nuptial Vow. 

Thro* Caution's Glaſs, by Reaſon lent, 
Oh ! view your Lovers clearly, 

Nor think to wed, till that preſent 
The Man that loves you dearly ; 

Nor think to wed, till that preſent 
The Man that loves you dearly. 
'The Man that loves you dearly. 


Still blind to Wiſdom's Ray, the Rake 
No ſocial Bliſs allows; 
And he who long has rov'd, muſt make 
A good: for- nothing Spouſe. 
A good- for- nothing Spouſe. 
Nor truſt the Fop, tho' piteous Sighs 
Proclaim you've touch'd him clearly; 
His own ſweet Charms too much he'll prize, 
Nor can he love you dearly. 
His own, &c. 


But when, with ev'ry manly Grace, 
A Youth of Soul rean'd, | 
Who doating on your Form and Face, 
Thinks brighter {till your Mind. 
Thinks brighter ſtill your Mind. When 


1 

When ſuch ſhall for the Favour ſue, . 
Oh! yield your Hand ſincerely, 

And you'l! love him, and he'}l love you, 
To Life's laſt Moment, dearly. 

And you'll love him, and he'll love you, 
To Life's laſt Moment, dearly. 
To Life's laſt Moment, dearly. 


SONG LXXXIV. 


The Queex of Mar. 


Set by Mr. Howard, Sung at Ranelagh. 


VR Nymph and Shepherd, bring 
Tributes to the Queen of May ; 
Rifle for her Brows the Spring; 
Make her as the Seaſon gay. 
Make her as the Seaſon gay. 
Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, 
How to uſe the fleeting Hour. 
Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, 
How to uſe the fleeting Hour. 
How to uſe the. fleeting Hour. 


— p 
2 . 


” <= © — a 


3 


Now the fair Narciſſus blows, 
With his weetneſs now delights, 
By his Side, the maiden Roſe 
With her artleſs Bluſh invites. 
With her, &c. 
Such, ſo fragrant, and fo gay, 
Is the blooming Queen of May; 
Such, ſo fragrant, &c. 


We. OT 
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Soon the fair Narciſſus dies, 
Soon he droops his languid Head; 
From the Roſe her Purple flies, 
None invi ing to her Bed, 
None, &c. 
Such 
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Such, tho' now fo ſweet and gay, 

Soon ſhall be the Queen of May. 
Such, tho' now, &c. 


Tho' thou art a rural Queen, 

By the Suffrage of the Swains, 
Beauty, like the vernal Green, 

In thy Shrine not long remains. 

In thy Shrine not long remains. 
Bleſs, then, quickly bleſs the Youth, 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth. 
Bleſs, then, quickly, bleſs the Youth, 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth. 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth. 


SONG LXXXV. 
1 


Set by Mr. Howard, Sung at Ranelagh 


Y the dew-beſprinkled Roſe; 
By the Elackbird piping clear ; 
By the weſtern Gale, that blows 
Fragrance on the vernal Year; 

Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
Nor let him longer ſigh in vain. 

Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
Nor let him longer ſigh in vain. 


By the Cowſlip, clad in Gold; 

By the ſilver Lilly's Light; 

85 thoſe Meads, where you behold 
ature rob'd in green and white ; 

Hear, Amanda, 1 thy Swain, 

And to his Sighs, oh! ſigh again. 

Hear, &c. 


[ 29 ] 

zy the Riv'let's rambling Race 

By the Muſic that it makes; 

y bright Sol 's inverted Face, 

Who for the Stream his Sky forſakes; 
Tear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 

\nd into Joy convert his Pain, 

Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 

And into Joy convert his Pain. 


SONG LXXXVI. 


PHILANDER and SYLVIA: A Paſtoral D:ahgut, 
Set by Mr. Howard, Sung at Ranelagh. 


Plil. Hile Bloſſoms deck each verdant Spray» 
And Flora breathes the Sweets of May, 
I'll leave my Flock to frolick free, 
And tune my Pipe alone for thee. 
And tune my Pipe alone for thee, 


via. What if thy Flock ſhould leave the Plain, 
While Tray is fleeping by my Swain ? 
Would'ſt thou not think the Minutes dear, 
And rail at me that kept thee here ? 
And rail, &c. 


Phil. Firſt ſhall the Lark forget his Note, 
The Linnet ſtop his liquid Throat. 
Slvia. So oft you game, ſome Shepherds ſay, 
And only jeſt, when you betray. 

And only, &c, 


| Deck but your Song with Truth alone, 
My Virgin Heart ſhall be your own. 
| Pl]. The Turtle ſhall ſorſake his Love, 

Ere I to thee incouſtant prove, 

Ere I, &c, 


(0-1 


Both. When Beauty opens all her Charms; 
And Honour flies to Beauty's Arms, 
Sweet Peace and Love take up their Crown; 
And Virtue then aſcends her Throne. 
And Virtue then aſcends her I hronc. 


SON G LXXXVIL 


The CounTay Wenpins. 
Set by Mr. Howard, Sung at Ranclagh, 
EL met, pretty Nymph, ſays a jolly ours 


Swain, 

To a lovely young Shepherdeſs croſſing the Flap 
Why ſo much in haſte ? (no the Month it was J 
Shall J venture to aſk you, fair Maiden, which Wa 
Then ſtraight to this Queſtion the Nymph did re;!», 
With a Smile on her Look, and a Leer on her ye, 
] came from the Village, and homeward I go ; 

And now, gentleShepherd, pray wity would vou know 
J hope, pretty Maid. you won't take it amiſ*, Ne 
If I tell you the Reaſon of aſking you this; 


J would ſee you ſafe home, (the Swain was in Love! WF” 


. * 17 

Of ſuch a Companion if you would approve: o 
Your Offer, kind Shepherd, is civil. I own, * 
Rut ſee no great Danger in going alone; A 
ki - g 4 T7" 
Nor yet can I hinder, the Road being free 1 


For one as another, for you as for me. \ 


No Danger in going alone, it is true, 
But yet a Companion is pleaſanter too; 
And if you could like (nom the Swain he took Hear! 
Such a Sweetheart as me, we never would part : 
Oh! that's a long Word, ſaid the Shepherdeſs then; 
I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you Men; 
You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, tis true; 
Then leave a young Maiden, the firſt Thing you do 


| 
* 4 
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U 


Own a 


13 
! judge not ſo harſhly, the Shepherd reply'd, 
o prove what I ſay, I will make you my Bri 
To- morrow the Parſon (well ſaid little Swain) 


1a!) join both our Hands and make one of us twain: 
Then what the Nymph anſwer'd to this is not ſaid; 


he very next Morn to be ſure they were wed : 
az hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down, 


ſow when ſhall we ſce ſuch a Wedding in Town? 


SONG LXXXVIIL. 
The RFESOLVUT IOM. 
Set by Mr. Howard, Sung at Ranelagh. 


E AS E, Cupid, ceaſe thy fond Alarms, 
For I am fate from future Harms; 


My Heart once free, ſhal! ne'er again 
Or feel Love's Pleaſure, 

Or feel Love's Pleaſure, or its Pain : 
No; from this Day, this very Hour, 


turn a Rebel to thy Pow'r ; 
Since Truth and Honour cannot move, 
What, what have I to do with Love ? 


What, what have I to do with Love? 


\ Nymph more fair I ne'er ſhall find 


Than lovely, ſaithleſs Roſalind : 


keware, ye Swains, nor truſt your Eyes, 


Ihe Wretch who gazes ſurely dies: 


N Swain could vie in Bliſs with me; 

No Nymph e' er ſerm'd more fond than ſhe, 
Who vow'd by each dread Pow'r above; 
Then what had I to do but love ? 

Then what, &c. 


But when ſhe found I hugg'd my Chain, 
Nor willt'd for Liberty again, 


She 


1 1 


She bid me all my Hopes give o'er, ad thi 
And think of her and Love no more : a0 in 
Say then, if ſne no longer deign # 

To hear my Vows, or ſoothe my Pain; he 80 
If ſhe no more my Verſe approve, The 
What, what have I to do with Love? - bn 
What, what, &c. = 
Henceforth adieu, ye treach'rous Fair ; le w 
To Scenes far diſtant I']1 repair; Th 
In deſart Plains, and Foreſts rude, nd 
I'll court my Miſtreſs, Solitude : 151 
No more ſhall faithleſs Woman's Art and 
Inſnare my fond believing Heart; And 
Like Nature's Son, at large I'Il rove, he 
And have no more to do with Love. If d 
And have no more to do with Love. 1 


SONG LXXXIX. 


Colin and PHOEBE, 


Set by Mr. Howard, Sung at Ranelagh. 


HERE the Jeſsamine ſweetens the Bow'r, 
And Cowſlips adorn the gay Green, 
The Roſes, refreſh'd by the Show'r, 
Contribute to brighten the Scene. 
The Roſes, refreſh by the Show'r, 
Contribute to brighten the Scene. 
In a Cottage, retir'd, there live 
Young Colin and Phebe the Fair; 
The Bleſſings each other receive 
In mutual Enjoyments they ſhare, 
The Bleſſings each other receive 
In mutual Enjoyments they ſhare, 


vr, 


And 


11 J 
ad the Lads and the Laſſes that dwell on the Plain, 
ng in Praiſe of fair Phabe, and Calin her Swain. 


he Sweets of Contentment ſupply 
The Splendor and Grandeur of Pride ; 
o Wants can the Shepherd annoy, 
While bleſt with his beautiful Bride. 
No Wants, &C. 
le wiſhes no greater Delight 
Than to tend on his Lambkins by Day, 
nd return to his Phabe at Night, 
is innocent Toll to repay, 
And return, &C. 
Ind the Lads tell the Laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 
hey're as conſtant as Colin, who lives in the Dale. 


If delighted her Lover appears, 
The fair One partakes of his Bliſs : 
If dejected, ſhe ſooths all his Cares, 
And heals all his Pains with a Kits. 
Jt dejected, &c. 
dhe deſpiſes the artful Deceit, 
That is practis'd in City and Court; 
Thinks Happineſs no-where compleat, 
But where Shepherds and Nymphs do reſort ; 
Thinks Happineſs, &c. 
And the Lads tell the Laſſes they die in Deſpair, 
Unleſs they're as kind as Phebe the Fair. 


Ye Youths who're accuſtom'd to rove, 


And each innocent fair One betray, 


No longer be faithleſs in Love ; 


The Dictates of Honour obey. 


No longer be faithleſs in Love; 


The Dictates of Honour obey : 


Ye Nymphs, who with Beauty are bleſt, 


With Virtue improve ev'ry Grace; 


The Charms of the Mind, when poſſeſt, 


Will di znifv thoſe of the Face; The 


1 94 J 
The Charms of the Mind, when poſleft, 
Will dignify thoſe of the Face: Ind * 
And ye Lads and ye Laſſes, whom H men has joint V. 
Like Colin, be conſtant, like Phæbe, be kind e Kr 


SONG XC: 


Cross PuRPpOS Es. Sung at Ranclagh, 


OM loves Mary paſſing well, 


And Mary ſhe loves Harry ; 
But Harry ſighs tor bonny Bell, | 

And finds his Love miſcarry; = 
For bonny Bell for Thomas burns, ET 
Whillt Mary flights his Paſſion: T, 
So ſtrangely freakiſn are the Turns Let 
Of Human Inclination. * 
Moll gave Hall a Wreath of Flow'rs, 4K 
Wich he, in am'rous Folly, N 
Conſign'd to Bell, and in fevs Hours N 

It came again to Molly: * 
Thus all by Turns are woo'd and woo, 5 
No Turtles can be truer; 1 
Each loves the Object they purſue, . 
But hates the kind Purſuer. 4 
As much as Mary 7 homas grieves, Tui 
Proud Hall deſpiſes Mary ; * 
And all the Flouts which Bell receives [is 
From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry: * 
If one of all the four has frown'd, vn 
You ne'er ſaw People grummer ; ; 
If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, nlp 
And all are in good Humour. K 

in 


Then, Lovers, hence this Leſſon learn, T 
Throughout the Britiſb Nation; T 
How much tis every-one's Concern 
To ſmile at Reformation. And 


1 I 


ed fil), thro' Life, this Rule purſue, 
Uhatever Objects ſtrike you, 

» kind to them that fancy you, 

| That thoſe you love may like you, 


join, 
SONO. 


OR GIVE, ye Fair, nor take it wrong, 
| If ought too much | do: 
Permit me, while J give my Song, 
To give a Leſion too. 
To give a Leſſon too. 
Lt Modeſty, that Heav'nborn Maid, 
F Your Words and Actions grace; 
Nis this, and only this, can add, 
Neue Luſtre to your Face. 
New Luſtre to your Face. 


is this that paints the Virgin Cheeks 
| Beyond the Pow'r of Art; 

nd ev'ry real Bluſh beſpeaks 
| The Goodneſs of your Heart, 

The Goodneſs of your Heart. 
I his Index of a viituous Mind 

Your Lovers will adore ; 
Lis this will leave a Charm behird, 
When Bloom can charm no more. 
When Bloom can charm no more. 


nipir'd by this, to idle Men 
With nice Reſerve behave; 

ind learn, by Diſtance, to maintain 
The Pow'r your Beauty gave. 
The Pow'r your Beauty gave. 


And 


Advice to the Fa:r Sex, Sung at Vauxhall. 


For 


— OC 1 


[9] 
For this, when Beauty muſt decay, 
Your Empire will protect; 
The wanton pleaſes for a Day, 
But ne er creates Reſpect. 
But ne' er creates Reſpect. 


With this their filly Jeſts reprove, 
When Coxcombs dare intrude ; 

Nor think the Man is worth your Love, 
Who ventures to be rude. 
Who ventures to be rude. 

Your Charms, when cheap, will ever pall ; 
They ſully with a Touch ; 

And, tho' we mean to grant not all, 
We often grant too much. 
We often grant too much, 


But patient let each virtuous Fair 
Expect the gen'rous Youth, 


Whom Heav'n has doom'd her Heart to ſhare. 


And bleſs'd with Love and Truth. 
And bleſs'd with Love and Truth, 
For him alone preſerve her Hand, 
And wait the happy Day, 
When he with Juſtice can command. 
And ſhe with Joy obey. 
And ſhe with Joy obey. 


SONG XII. 
Set by Mr. Arne, Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


Seek not at once in a Female to find 

The Form of a Venus with Pallas's Mind; 
Let the fair One I love have but Prudence in view, 
That, tho' ſhe deceive, I may fill think her true; 
Be her Perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean; 
Let her 'Temper be cloudleſs, and open hcr Mein, 


3 


* 


19 


y Folly, III- nature, nor A we 4 led, 
Nor indebted to Paint, — nor indebted to Paint, 
or white or for red, — for white or for red. 


May her Tongue, that dread Weapon in moſt of the Sex, 
ze employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex ; 
Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a Jelt, 

For Prudes I deſpiſe, and Coquets ] deteſt: 

May her Humour the Taſte of the Company hit, 
Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her Wit: 
Go find out the Maid that is form'd on my Plan, 
And I'll love her for ever, — I'Il love her for ever; 
—I mean, if can, —I mean, if I can. 


SONG MIL 


Sung in the Chaplet, 


* about the briſk Bowl, twill enliven the Heart, 
While thus we ſit round on the Graſs: 


Ihe Lover who talks of his Suff "rings and Smart, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an Aſs. 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Als. 


The Wretch who fits watching his ill-gotten Pell, 
And wiſhes to add to the Maſs, 


| Whate'er the Curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an Afs, 
Deſerves, &c. 


The Beau, who, ſo ſmart with his well-powder'd Hair, 
An Angel beholds in his Glass, 


And thinks with Grimace to ſubdue all the Fair, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an Afs. 
Deſerves, &c. 


The Merchant from Climate to Climate will roam, 
Of Craſus the Wealth to ſurpals ; 
E 


And 


| 
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And oft, u hile he's wand' ring. my Lady at home 
Claps the Horns of an Ox on tac Aſs, 
Caps the Horns, &c. 


The Lawyer io grave, when he puts in his Plea, 
With Forehead well fronted with Braſs, 

Tho' he talk to no Purpoſe, he pockets your Fee, 
There you, my good Friend, are an Aſs. 
There, you, &c. 


The formal Phyſician, who knows ev'ry III, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this Claſs; 

The fick Man a while may confide in his Skill, 
But Death proves the Doctor an Als, 
But Death, &c. 


Then let us, Comppnions, be jovial and gay 
By Turns take our Bottle and Laſs, 

For he who his Pleaſure puts off for a Day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, an Ass. 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs. 


> NU Nel. 
Set ty Mi.. Baildon, Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


HEN firſt by fond Damn J N was ſec 


He ſlightly regarded ber Air and her Mein. 
He flightly regarded her Air and her Vein. 


The Charms of her Mind he alone did comment, 


Not warm as a Lover, but cocl as a rriend; 


From Friendſhip, not Paſhon, his Ra aptures did move, 


And he boaſted his Heart Was a Stranger to Love, 
And he boaſted his Heurt was a Stra ger to Love. 


Nev, Charms he diſcover'd, as more he was kno: 
Her Face e grew a Wonder, her Taſte was his own. 
Her Jace, &c. 
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Her Manners were gentle, her Senſe was refin d. 
225 And ev'ry dear Virtue beam'd forth in her Mind: 
Still, ſtill for the Sanction of Friendſhip he Krove . 
Till a Sigh gave the Omen, aud thoy'd it was Love. 
ca, Till a Sigh, &C. 


Now proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs for the Fair, 
Grows dull to all Pleaſure, but being with her, 
Grows dull, &c. 

He's mute, till his Heart-ſtrings are ready to break ; 
For fear of oFending forbids him to ſpea's ; 

And wanders a. willing I xatvple to prove, 

That Friendſhip with Woman 1s Siiter to Love. 
That Friendſhip, &c. 


A Lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give Offence, 


Not a Dupe to her Smiles, but a Slave to her Senſe. 14 

Not a Dupe, &c Ti 

His Paſſion not Wrinkles nor Age can allay, Ti 

Since fonnded on that which can never decay; iI þ 

And Time, that can Beauty's ſhort Empire remove, LS 

Increating her Reaſon, increaſes his I ove, 4 

Increaſing her Rea ſon, increaſes his Love. it i 

SONG XCV. {1 

foro, Surg at Vauxhall. 7 

eim. ; | 3 

| LF” you ſee e er a Shepherd, ye Nymphs, paſs 41 
nd, this Way, {4 

Crown'd with Myrtle, and all the gay Verdure of 140 

nove, May ? 4 k 

Ve. Tis my Shepherd, oh! bring him once more to my 1 

ve. Eyes ſ 1 4 

ts” From his Lucy, in {earch of new Pleaſures, he flizs : \ 

5 All Day have I travell'd and toil'd o'er the Plains, | 


mer F b- lis FI 
- 7 F 
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In purſuit of a Rebel that's ſcarce worth my Pairs 
In purſuit of a Rebel that's ſcarce worth my Pains, 


Take care, Maids, take care, when he flatters an! 
{wears, 

How you truſt your own Eyes, or believe your or 
Ears ; 

Like the Roſe-bud in June ev'ry Hand they'll invite, 

But wound the kind Heart, like the Thorn out 9 
Sight; 

And, truſt me, whoe'er my falſe Shepherd detains, 

She'll find him a Conqueſt that's ſcarce worth leer 
Pains, 


She'll find him, &c, 


Three Months at my Feet did he languiſh and figh, 

Ere he gain'd a kind Look, or a tender Reply ; 

Love, Honour, and Truth, were the Themes that 
he ſung, 

And he ſwore that his Heart was a-kin to hu 
Tongue: 

Too ſoon I believ'd, and reply'd to his Strains, 

And gave him, too frankly, my Heart for his Pains. 

And gave him, &c. 


'The Trifle once gain'd, like a Child at his Play, 
Soon the Winton grew weary, and threw it away : 
Now cloy'd with my Love, from my Arms he does ily, 
In ſearch of another as ſilly as I; 

But, truſt me, whoe'er my falſe Shepherd detains, 


She'll find him a Conqueſt that's ſcarce worth her 
Pains. 


She'll find him, &c. 
Beware, all ye Nymphs, how you ſooth the fond 


Flame, 

And believe me in Time, all the Sex are the ſame; 
Like Strephon, from Beauty to Beauty will range, 

Lise him they will flatter, diſſemble, and change; 

2 26 


And 


nd « 


Tnat 


That 


ams, ; | 1 ; ; 
nd do all we can, ſtill this Maxim remains, 
ers and That Man, when we've got him, is icarce worth 


our Pains. 
ur 0vn That Man, when we've got him, is ſcarce worth 
AD our Pains. 
Invite, 
= ot "_ . 

SONG ALY, 

ains, . : 
h lier Sung by Miſs Stevenſon 


OU te!] mc I'm handſome, I know not how truce, 
And eaſy and chatty, — good-humour d tso, 


igh, I Tnat my Lips are as red as the Roſe. bud in June, : 

; And my Voice, like the Nightingale's, ſweetly in Tune; 1 

> that All this has been told me by twenty before. 3 

But he that would win me muſt flatter me more. H 

o hu But he that would win me mult flatter me more, $4 
f Beauty from Virtue receive no Supply, 1 

10 Or Prattle from Prudence, how wanting am]! 4 p 

: My Eafe and good Humour ſhort Raptures will bring; 410 

My Voice, like the Nightingale's, knows but a a Spring; 4 

5 For Charms ſuch as theſe then your Praiſes give o'er, 4 1 

ay : To love me for Life, you mult love me li! more. 41 

S ily, To love me, &c. 11 

Then talk not to me of a Shape or an Air, bY 

” For Chloe the wanton can rival me there; 'F 

ner Tis Virtue alone that makes Beauty look pay, Co 

And brightens Good-humour as Sun- ſhine the Day : 1 

For that, if you love me, your Flame may be true, 4 

fond And I, in my Turn, may be taught to ove too. 17 

And I, in my Turn, may be taught to love too. 14 

E; 4 

F 3 SONG 1 

e; 4 


| SONG XCVI.. 


Sung in the Chaple 


GU tay at your Feet that I wept in Deſpazr, 

And vow'd that no Angel was ev er ſo fair: 

How could you believe all the Nonſenſe i ſpoke? 
Waat know we of Angels] meant it in Joke, T 


next ſtand indified for ſwearing to love, Can 

And nothing but Death ſhould my Paſſion remove; WW V 

have lik d you a Twelvemonth, a Calendar Yea! 
3nd not vet contented ;— have Conſcience, my den 


SONG XCVIII. ( 
Sung by Mri. Vernon. ] x 
AIN is ev'ry fond Endeavour 
To reſiſt the tender Dart; 
For Examples move us never; N. 


We mutt feel, to know the Smart, | 
When the Shepherd ſwears he's dying, TI? 
And our Beauties ſets to Vie; 
Vanity, her Aid ſupplying, 
Bids us think 'tis all our Due. 
Bids us think 'tis all our Due. 8 


Softer than the vernal Breezes 
Is the mild deceitful Strain: ; * 
Frowning Truth our Sex diſpleaſes; 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain : 
Bur, too foon, the happy Lover 
Does our tend'reſt Hopes deceive : 
Man was form'd to be a Rover, 
Foo!ith Woman to believe. 2 
Fooliſh Woman to belic ve. 


1 J 


SONG. XCIX; 
In the Chaplet. 


DAMON, PASTORA, LAUR 


Dauox. 
HRE E Goddeſſes ſtanding together, 
Thus puzzled young Paris one Day ; 
Can I judge the Value of either, 
Where both bear ſo equal a Sway ? 


PASTORA. 


Conſider my Wit and Condition, 


Conſider my Perſon likewiſe; 


I never was us'd to petition, 


But pr'ythee make ule of your Eyes. 


Lavra. 
No Merit I plead but my Paſſion ; 
Twas needleſs to mention your Vow : 


Reflect, with a little Compaſſion, 


On what this poor Boſom feels now. 


Damov. 


Some Genius direct me, or Dzmon, 

Or elſe I may chance to choote Wrong: 
You're Part of the Goods of Pal.cmn ; 

{ give you to whom you belong. 


PasToRA. 


I know that my Perſon is charming. 


Beyond what a Clown can diſcover ; 


That Dowdy your Senſes alarming, 


Proves what a dull Thing is a Lover, 
F 4 


* 


(To Paſt. 
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I'll quit the dull Plains for the City, 
Where Beauty is follow'd by Merit: 
Your Taſte, ſimple Damon, I pity ; 
Your Wit who would wiſh to inherit ? 


Perhaps you may think you perplex me, 
And that I my Anger would {mother : 

The Lots of one Lover can't vex me; 
My Charms will procure me another. 


I ne'er was more pleas'd, I aſſure you; 
How odious they look! I can't bear em! 
J with you much Joy of your Fury; 
My Rage into Pieces could tear em! 


Damox. 


Contented all Day I will fit at your Side, 

Where Poplars far ſtretching o'er- arch the cool Tice; 
And, while the clear River runs purling along, 
The Thruſh and the Linnet contend in their S Song. 
The Thruſh and the Linnet contend in their Song. 
LauRa. 


While you are but by me, no Danger I fear; 

Ye Lambs, reſt in Safety, my Damon is near; 

Bound on, ye blithe Kids, now your Gambols may 
pleaſe, 

For my Shepherd is kind, and my Heart is at Eaſe. 

For my Shepherd, &c. 


Dauox. 
Ve Virgins of Britain, bright Rivals of Day, 
The Wit of each Heart, and the Theme of each La); 
Ne'er yie d to the Swain till he make you a Wife, 
For he who loves truly will take you for Life. 
For he who, &c. 


La VR A. 


wy » of hocnnnd 


RA. 
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| LAURA. 

ye Youths,who fear nought but the Frowns of the fair, 
'Tis yours to reheve, not to add to their Care; 

Then ſcorn to their Ruin Aſſiſtance to lend, 

Nor betray the ſweet Creatures you're born to defend. 


Nor betray, &c. 


Both, 
For their Honour and Faith be our Virgins renown'd ; 
Nor falſe to his Vows one young Shepherd be found : 
Be their Moments all guided by Virtue and Truth, 


To preſerve in their Age what they gain'd in their 


Youth. 


To preſerve in their Age what they gain'd in their 


Youth. 


NU. 
Sung in the Chaplet. 
Arewel, my Paftora, no longer your Swain, 


Quite ſick of his Bondage, can ſuffer his Chain 
Nay, arm not your Brow with ſuch haughty Diſdain; 


My Heart leaps with Joy to be free once again: 
Sing tol derol dero!, 
Derol tol lol derol lol lol; 
Sing tol derol lol lol lol derol. 


IU live like the Birds, thoſe ſweet Tenants of May. 


Who always are ſportful, who always are gay; 

How ſweetly their Sonnets they carol all Day ! 

Their Love is but Frolick, their Courtſhip but Play. 
Sing tol derol. &c. 


If ſtruck by a Beauty they ne'er ſaw before, 

In chirping ſoft Notes they her Pity implore : 

She yields to Intreaty ; and when the Fit's o'er, 

Tis a hundred to ten that they never meet more. 
Sing tol derol, &c. 8 2 

Fs SONS 
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SUNG CEL 
Sung in the Chaplet. 


D ECLARE, my pretty Maid, 


Muſt my fond Suit miſcarry ? 
With you I'll toy, I'll kiſs and play; 


Becauſe when they had toy d and kils'd, 
The fooliſh Swain would marry. 
Becauſe, &c. 
Theſe fix d Reſolves, my dear, 
I to the Grave will carry; 
With you T'll roy, and kiſs and play; 
But hang me 1f I marry, - hang me if I marry. 
With you Til toy, and kiſs and play, 
But hang me if I marry. 


But hany me if I marry, —hang me if I marry; * 
With you I'll toy, III kits and play; BY 
But hang me if I marry. 0 
Then fpèak your Mind at once, | D 
Nor let me longer tarry : | 
With you I'll toy, I'll kits and play; ; 
But hang me if I marry. : 
With you, &c. . 
Tho Charms and Wit aſſail, : 
The Stroke I well can party; 
T love to kifs, to toy and play; | 
Put do not chuie to marry. . 
J love, &c. 
Young Mel of the Dale, 
Makes a mere Slave of iTarry ; | 


SONG CI. 

Sung by Mr. Beard. 
HE Women all tell me I'm falſe to my Lats, 
T hat I quit my poor Chloe, and Rick to my G 57 


Ty: 


SEES 
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But to you Men of Reaſon, my Reaſons I'll own, 
And if you don't like them, why—let them alone. 


Altho' I have left her, the Truth I'll declare; 
believe ſhe was rood, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair: 
ut Goodneſs and Charms in a Bumper I ſee, 
That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Chic had Dimples and Smiles I muſt own ; 
But tho” ſhe could ſmile, yet in “ruth, ſne could frown: 
But tell me, ye Lovers of Liquor divine, 

Did you e'er fee a Frown in a Bumper of Wine? 


Her Lillies d Roſes were juſt in their Prime; 
Yet Lillies aud Roſes ate conquer'd by Time: 
But in Wine, from its Age, {uch a Beneht flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


They tell me, wy Love would in Time have been 
cloy d, 

And that Bea aty's inſipꝭ when once tis enjoy'd ; 

But in Wine | both Time en Enjoyment dety ; 

For the longer I drink, che more thirſty am I. 


Let Murdcrs, and Battles, and Hiſtory, prove 
The Miſchief that wait upon Rivals in Love : 

But in d:inking, thank Heav'n, no Rival contends; 
For the more we love Liquor, che more we are Friends, 


She too might have poiſon'd the Jov of my fe, 

With Nurſes, and Babies, and Int ralling and Strife: 
But my Wine neither Nurſes nor E bics can "ring 3 
And a big-belly'd Boctle's a mighty g Thing, 


We ſhorten our Days when with Loe e engage; 

It brings on Diſeaſes, an haſtens Od ge.: 

But Wine from grim Death can its Votaries Eve, 

And keep out t'other Leg, when there's one n the 
Glave. | 

F 6 Perhaps, 


1 


Perhaps, like her Sex, ever falſe to their Word, The f 
She has left me, to get an Eſtate, or a Lord: 

But my Bumper (regarding nor Title or Pelf) 'ho, 
Will ſtand by me, when i can't ſtand by myſelf, 


Then let my dear Che no longer complain; he! 
She's rid of her Lover, and I of my Pain: 
For in Wine, mighty Wine, many Comforts I ſpy: 
Should you doubt what I ſay, take a Bumper and try, 


SONG CLI. 


Sung by Mr. Beard at the Jubilee Ball. 


E Medley of Mortals, that make up this Throng, For 
Spare your Wit for a Moment, and liſt to my 


Song; 
What you mo not expect here, my Wit ſhall be new, Tn 
And, what is more ftrange, ev'ry Word ſhall be rue WW; 
Sing Tantararara, Truth all, Truth all; Bu 
Sing Tantararara, Truth all. Ar 


Not a Toy in the Place you'll buy cheaper than mine, 

Bring your Laſſes to me, and you'll fave all your Coin: 

The Ladies alone will pay dear for my Skill ; 

For, if they will hear me, their Tongues muſt lie ſtil. 
Sing Tantarararara, mute all, &c. 


Tho' our Revels are ſcorn'd by the grave and the wiſe, MW 1 
Yet they practiſe all Day what they ſeem to deſpiſe 
Examine Mankind, from the great to the ſmall, þ 
Each Mortal's diſguis'd, and the World is a Ball. 

Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


he Parſon brimful of October and Grace, 
Ne a long taper Pipe, and a round ruddy Face, 

Ill rail at our Doings ;— but when it is dark, 
The Doctor's diſguis'd, and led home by the Clerk 
Siag Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


The 


he 
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The fierce roaring Blade, with long Sword and cock'd 


Hat, | 
'ho, with zounds he did this, and 'ds-blood ! he'll 
do that, 
en he comes to his Trial, he fails-in his Part, 


And proves that his Looks were but Maſks to his 


Heart. | 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


The Beau acts the Rake, and will talk of Amours, 


Shews Letters from Wives, and Appointments from 
Whores ; 


But a Creature ſo modeſt avoids all Diſgrace; 


For how would he bluſh, ſhould he meet Face to Face! 
Sing Tantararara, Mats all, &c. 


The Courtiers and Patriots, mongſt other fine Things, 


Will talk of their Country, and Love to their Kings ; 


But their Maſks will drop off, if you ſhake but the Pelf, 
And ſhew King and Country all center'd in Self. 


Sing 'Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


Wich an Outſide of Virtue, Miſs Sgueamiſb, the 


Prude, 

If you touch her, ſhe faints ; if you ſpeak, you are 
rude ; 

Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, till her Bloſſoms are 
gone, 

And, when mellow, ſhe's pluck'd by the Coachman, 
or John. 

Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c. 


With a grave Maſk of Wiſdom, ſay Phyiic and Law, 

In your Caſe there's no Fear, in your Cauſe there's 
no Flay : 

"Tilt 


—— Iu — — —— — — 0 


Nor envies them their Congueſts; 


a 


Till Death and the Judge have decreed they look h 
Then you'll find you have truſted -a full bottom; 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, &c, 


Thus Life is no more than a round of Decei;, 

Each Neighbour will find that his next is a Cheat; 1 9 

But if, oh ye Mortals, theſe Tricks ye purſue, Ane 

You at laſt cheat yourſelves, — and the Devil cha 

you. ' 

Sing Tantararara, Maſks all, Maſks all, 
Sing Tantararara, Maſks all. N 


SONG CIV. 


The Noxrartil, Set by Mr. Boyce. 


H O' C's gut of Faſhion, 
Can bluſh and be ſincere, 
I'd toaſt her in a Pumper, 

If ail the Belles were here: 
What tho' no Di'monds ſparkle / 
About her Neck and Waiſt, N 

With ev'ry ſhining Virtue 
The lovely Maid is grac'd, F 
With ev'ry ſhining Virtue | 
The lovely Maid is grac'd. 


In modeſt plain Apparel, 
No Patches, Paint, or Airs, 
In Debt alone to ke ture, 
An Angel ſi appears. 
From gay Coq high finiſh'd, 
My Che takes 0 Rules, 


The Hearts of all the Fools. 
Nor envics, &c. 


E 


Vho wins her muſt have Merit, 

Such Merit as her own, 

he Graces all poſſeſſing, 

vet knows not ſhe has one; 

Then grant me, gracious Heav'n, 
The Gifts you moſt approve, 

And Chlie, cLarming Chtze ! 

Will bleſs me with her Love. 

And Chloe, charming Chee! 

W1ll bleſs me with her Love. 


SONG cv. 


ROB˙hIN IIOOðp. 


Sang at Drury-Lane Theatre. 


S blith as the Linnet ſings in the green Wood, 
So L'ith we'll wake, we'll wake the Morn. 
So blith well wake, we'll wake the Morn. 
Ard thro' the wide Foreſt of merry dherwoo, 
We'll wind the bugle, bugle Horn, 
We'll wind the bugle Horn. 


The Sheriff attempts to take bold Robin Hood ; 
Bold Robin diſdains to fly, 
Bod Robin diidains to Ry. 
Let him come when he will, we'll in merry SEerauννðꝰ“, 
Or vanquiſh, Boys, or die. 
Or vanquiſh, Boys, or die. 


Our Hearts they are ſtout, and our Bows they are good, 
And well their Maſtcrs know. 
And well their Maiters know. 

They're cut in the Foreſt of merry Sherwead, 
And ne'er will ſpare a Foe. 
And ne'er will ſpare a Foe. 


Our 


Sk. 
Our Arrows ſhall drink of the fallow Deer's Bl; 
We'll hunt them o'er the Plain. 
We'll hunt them o'er the Plain. 
And, thro' the wide Foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
No Shaft ſhal! fly in vain. 
No Shaft ſhall fly in vain, 


Brave Scarlet and John, who were never ſubdu'd, 
Gave each his Hand ſo bold. 
Gave each his Hand ſo bo'd. 

We'll range thro” the Foreſt of merry Sherwocd ; 
What ſay my Hearts of Gold ? 
What ſay my Hearts of Gold? 


SONG CVI. 
Sung by Mrs. Clive in, As you like it. 


Th 
HEN Daiſies py'd, and Vi'lets blue, | 
And Cuckow-buds of yellow Hue, A 
And Lady- ſmocks all filver white, 

Do paint the Meadows with Delight; T 
The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree, 
Mocks marry'd Men ; for thus ſings he : J 
Cuckow ! Cuckow ! oh! Word of Fear, 

Unpleaſing to a marry d Ear. N 


Unpleaſing to a marry'd Ear. 


When Shepherds pipe on oaten Straws, 
And merry Larks are Plowmen's Clocks; 
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Daws, 
And Maidens bleach their Summer Smocks ; 
The Cuckow then, on ev'ry Tree, 
Mocks marry'd Men; for thus fings he: 
Cuckow ! Cuckow! oh ! Word of Fear, 
Unpleaſing to marry'd Ear. 

Unpleaſing to a marry'd Ear. 


SONG 


er's B E 303; +1 


SONG CVIL 


00d, 


Sung at the New Theatre in the Hay. market. 


du'd, OW pleaſant a Sailor's Life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery Main! 

o Treaſure he ever amaſſes, 

But chearfully ſpends all his Gain: 

We're Strangers to Party and Faction; 

To Honour and Honeſty true ; 

And would not commit a baſe Action 


For Power or Profit in View. 


o: 


CHorvs:; 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for Riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering Toys ? 

A light Heart and a thin pair of Breeches 
Go thorough the World, brave Boys! 


The World is a beautiful Garden, 
Enrich'd with the Bleſſings of 1 ife, 

The Toiler with Plenty rewarding, 
Which Plenty too often breeds Strife ; 

hen terrible Tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous Billows aſtright, 

No Grandeur or Wealth can avail us; 
But ſkilful Induſtry ſteers right. 

Then why ſhould we, &c. 


The Courtier's more ſubject to Dangers, 
Who rules at the Helm of rhe State, 

Than we, who, to Politics Strangers, 
Eſcape the Snares laid for the Great : 

The various Bleſſings of Nature 


IG In various Nations we try ; 
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No Mortals than we can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 
Then why ſhould we, &c. 


SONG CVTII. 


Set by Mr. Baildon, Suns at Mary bone. 


F Love's a ſweet Paſſion how can it torment ? 

If bitter, oh ! tell me whence comes my Content? 
Since 1 ſuffer with Pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my Fate? ſince I know 'tis in vain. 
Yet, ſo pleaſing the Pain is, ſo ſoft is the Dart, 

At once it bo h wounds me, and tickles my Heart, 
At once it both wounds me and tickles my ticart. 


I graſp her Hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate ene I make my Love known: 
But oh! how I'm bleſt, when ſo kind the does prove, 
By ſome willing Miſtake to diſcover her Love ! 
When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her Flame, 
Our Eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 
Our Eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 


How pleaſing is Beauty] how ſweet are the Charms! 
How delightful Embraces ! how peaceful her Arms! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
"Tis taught us on Earth, and by all Things above: 
To Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt yield; 
"T'is Beauty that conquers and kceps the fair Field. 
To Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt yield; 
Tis Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair Field. 


SONG 


AST 
SONG Ax. 


Hor: A Paſtoral, 


Set by Mr. Arne. 
M* Banks are all furniſh'd with Bees, 
{ 


Whoſe Murmur invites one to ſleep ; 

My Grottos are ſhaded with 'Trees, 5 

And my Hills are White- over with Sheep: 
ſeldom have met with a Loſs, 

Such Health do my Fountains beſtow; 
My Fountains all border'd with Moſs, 

Where the Hare-bells and Violets grow. 

Where the Hare-bells and Violets grow. 


Not a Pine in my Grove there is ſeen 
But with Tendrils of Woodbine is bound; 
Not a Beech's more beautitul green 
But a Sweet-briar twines it around: 
Not my Fields, in the prime of the Year, 
More Charms than my Cattle uatold ; 
Not a Brook that i limpid and clear, 
But it glitters with Fiſhes of Gold. 
But ut glitters, &c. 


One would think ſhe might like to retire 
To the Bow'r I have labour'd to rear; 
Not a Shreb that I heard her admire, 
But I haſted and planted it there: 
Oh!] how ſudden the jeſiamine ſtrove 
With the Lilac to render it gay! 
Already it calls for my Love 
To prune the wild Branches away, 
J prune, &c, 


From 


1 


From the Plains, from the Woodlands and Grove, ** 
What Strains of wild Melody flow; ret | 
How the Nightingales warble their Loves _ 
From Thickets of Roles that blow ! he 
And, when her bright Form ſhall appear, * 
Each Bird ſhall harmoniouſly join ” 
In a Concert ſo ſoft and ſo clear, * 


As —ſhe may not be fond to reſign. 
As—ſhe may, &c. 


T have found out a Gift for my Fair; 
I have found where Wood-pigeons breed; 
But let me that Plunder forbear ; 
She'll ſay *twas a barbarous Deed, 
For he ne'er cou'd be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a Bird of its young : 
Tloy'd her the more when I heard 
Such Tenderneſs fall from her Tongue. 
Such 'Tenderneſs, &c. 


I have heard her with Sweetneſs unfold 
How that Pity was due to a Dove; 
'That it ever attended the Bold ; 
And ſhe call'd it the Siſter of Love : 
But her Words ſuch a Pleaſure conveys, 
So much I her Accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and, whatever ſhe ſays, 
Methinks I ſhould love her the more. 
Methinks, &c. 


Can a Boſom ſo gentle remain 

Unmov'd, when her Corydon ſighs ? 
Will a Nymph, that is fond of the Plain, 

Theſe Plains and this Valley deſpiſe ? 
Dear Regions of Silence and Shade ! 

Soft Scenes of Contentment and Eaſe ! 
Where I could have pleaſingly ftray'd, 

If aught, in her Abſence, cou'd pleaſe, 

If aught, &c. 


E 1 1 


ut where does my Phhyllida ſtray: 
And where are her Grotts and her Bow'rs ? 
re the Groves and the Valleys as gay, 
And the Shepherds as gentle, as ours ? 
he Groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the Face of the Valleys as fine ; 
he Swains may in Manners compare 
| But their Love 1s not equal to mine. 
But their Love is not equal to mine. 


roves, 


SONO e. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


Moderniz'd from CHAUCER, 
ROM ſweet bewitching Tricks of Love, 


Young Men, your Hearts ſecure, 
eſt from the Paths of Senſe you rove, 
| In Dotage premature. 
In Dotage premature. 
cok at each Laſs thro' Wiſdom's Glaſs, 
Nor truſt the naked Eye : 
allants, beware, look ſharp, take care; 
The Blind eat many a Fly. | 
The Blind eat many a Fly, 


ot only on their Hands and Necks 
The borrow'd white you'll find ; 
dome Belles, when Intereſt directs, 
Can even paint the Mind. 
Can even paint the Mind. 
Joy and Diſtreſs they can expreſs ; 
Their very Tears can lye. 
Callants beware, &c. 


There's not a Spinſter in the Realm 
But all Mankind can cheat, 


Down 


1 


Down to the Cottage from the Helm, 


The learn'd, the brave, the great. 0u 
The learn'd, the brave, the great, ſhe 
With lovely Looks, and golden Hool:s, ave 
T'entangle us they try, Ire 
Gallants beware, &c. \nd 
Could we with Ink the Ocean fill; 3" 
Was Earth of Parchment made ; The 
Was ev'ry ſingle Stick a Quill, [ he 
Each Man a Scribe by Trade. ja | 
Each Man a Scribe by Trade. ul 
To write the Tricks of half the Sex Dip 
Would ſuck that Ocean dry: Ihe 
Gallants be are, look ſharp, take care; Eat 
The blind eat many a Fly. The 
'The blind eat many a Fly, Nh 

in 

SONG Cl. 5 
\nC 


A PaxEGYRICK en the LADIES: * 


Being Choucer's Recantation for The blind eat men 


a Fly. For 

7 - pa 2 

Sung at Vaux-hall. Thi 
RECITATIYE. * 

* . "al 

IL. D Chaucer once to this re-echoing Grove he 


Sung © of the ſweet bewitehing Tricks of Love; Wi 
But ſoon he found he'd ſully'd his Renown, c 


Me 
And arm'd each charming Hearer with a Frown: bor 
Then, ſelf-condemn'd, a-new his Lyre he ſtrung, 
And, in repentant Strains, this Recantation ſu: 8 
AIR. 
Jong ſince, unto her native Sky, An 
Ficd heav'n- deſcended Conſtancy, An 


Nour: 
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ought now that's table to be had; 
ſhe World's grown mutable and mad ; 
we Women -- they we mutt confeſs, 
ire Miracles of Stedfaſtneſs; 
\nd ev'ry witty, pretty Dame 
Bears for her Motto Still the ſame, 


The Flow'rs that in the Vale are ſeen, 
ſhe white, the yeliow, blue, and green, 
In brief Complexion idly gay, 

all ſet with ev'ry ſetting Day, 

Diſpers'd by Wind, or chill'd by Froft, 
[heir Odours gone, their Colours loſt : 
Put what is true, tho' paſſing ſtrange, 

Ihe Women never tade or change, 


The wiſe Man ſaid, that all was vain, 
und Follies univerſal reign ; 

iſdom its Vot'ries oft enthralls, 

iches torment, and Pleature palls ; 

ind 'tis, good lack, a gen'ral Rule, 

{nat cach Man, ſoon or late's, a Fool; 
In Women *tis the Exception lies; 

For they are wond'rous, wond'rous wile. 


This earthly Ball with Noiſe abounds, 
And from its Emptineſs it ſounds ; 
Fame's deaf ning Din, tne Hum of Men, 


© man) 


1 ſhe Lawyer's Plea, the Poet's Pen: 
e; ut Women here no one ſuſpects ; 
dilence diſtinguiſhes that Sex; 
wn: 


For, poor dumb Things! ſo meek's their Mould, 
ng, ou ſcarce can hear them when they ſco d. 


CHORUS. 


An hundred Mouths, an hundred Tongues, 
Ar hundred Pair of Iron Lungs, 


Noh Five 
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Five Heralds, and five thouſand Cryers, 
With Throats whoſe Accents never tires, 
Ten ſpeaking Trumpets of a Size 
Would Deafneſs with their Din ſurprize, 
Your Praiſe, ſweet Nymphs, ſhall ſing and ſay; {MHz 
And thoſe that will believe it may. WI 
And thoſe that will believe it—— may, 


An 

SONG CXII, $ 

The TaIAL of Chavctr's GHosT, Fo 
Pe 


Sung at Vauxhall. 
By Mr. Lowe. Mi/s Norris, and Miſi Stephenſo: 7 


Mi/s Norris. | 

HOU Traitor, who with the fair Sex ! 

made War, 

Come hither, and hold up thy Hand at the Bar : 
By a Jury of Damſels you now mult be try'd, 
For having your Betters traduc'd and bely'd. 


Mi Stephenſon, 
How could'ſt thou ſuch baſe Defamation deviſe, 
And not have the Fear of our Sex in your Eyes ? 
Is all Decency gone——all Good-breeding forgot! 
Speak, Varlet, and plead - art thou guilty, or not 


| Mr. Lowe. | 
Not guilty, I plead, but ſubmit to the Laws, | 
And with Pleaſure I yield to theſe fair ones my Caul 
But full, that my Trial more juſt may appear, | 
Speak louder and faſter, or how ſhould I hear ? 


Mis Norris. | 
Haſt thou not preſum'd to alarm each bright Toalt, 
By the conjuring up of an old Engliſh Ghoſt ; 


k — 
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And 


1 ſay : 


ſe, 

s 2 
rgot ? 
r not! 


Cauſe. 


1 


ad made fuſty Chaucer, without a Pretext, 
narl poſchumous Nonſenſe againſt the fair Sex? 


| ß Stephenſon. 
Haſt thou not preſum'd to alarm each bright Maid 
With that common-place Traſh, that each Virgin 
muſt fade ? 
And, without Fear or Wit, moſt aſſuming and bold, 
Haſt dar'd to ſuggeſt that we paint and we (cold, 
| Mr. Lowe, 
For want of Experience, when 1 was but young, 
Terhaps ſuch ſtrange Falſhoods might drop from my 
Tongue; 
But when J recanted for all my Sins paſt, 
I thought I had made you amends at the laſt. 


| Mis Norris. 

Tu promiſe you, Friend, you ſhall duly be paid 
For the ample amends that you lately have made 
| had by your ſhuffling the whole Charge is true, 

So I bring you in guilty without mote ado. 


5 


Mi/s Stephenſon. 
Ironical Wits, like Deſtroyers of Game, 
| When they hide in a Buſh, *tis to tale ſurer Aim 


Buy his ſhuffling I find too the whole Cliarge is true, 


So! bring him in guilty as willing as you. 
Mr. Lowe. 


| Convicted I tand, and ſubmit to my Fate; 


And fain would repent, but 1 find it too late 


If Death then, alas! is to be my Reward, 


| Why then 1 muſt die but, by eve, I'll die hard. 


Mzi/: Stephenſon. 
Since to Lengths ſo unbounded his Malice is carry'd, 
To hang him were Kindneſs 
12 Miſs 
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1 
AM:i/s Norris. 
No; 


let him be marry'd 


To ſome muſty old Maid, that's the De'il of a Shrey 


That will {cold him 


Miſs Stephenſon. 
and beat him 


Miſs Norris. 


— and cuckold him tr 


Both together, 


To ſome muſty old Maid, that's the De'il of a Shre 
That will ſcold him, and beat him, and cuckold him ty 


SONG CxXIII. 
In tht Chaplet. 


H AT Med'cine can ſoften the Bolom's ke 


Smart? 
What Lethe can baniſh the Pain? 


What Cure can be met wit" to ſoothe the fond He: 


That's broke by a faithleſs young Swain, 


In hopes to forget him how vainly I try 
The Sports of the Wa«e and the Green ! 

When Colin is dancing, I ſay, with a Sigh, 
"Twas here firſt my Damon was ſeen, 


When to the pale Moon the ſoft Nightingales m mos | ; 


In Accents ſo piercing and clear ; 
You ſing not ſo ſweetly, I cry, with a Groan, 
As when my dear Damon was here. 


A Garland of Willow my 'Temples ſhall ſhade, 
An: pluck it, ye Nymphs from yon Grove; 
For there, to her Coft, was poor Laura betray 'd, 

Anu Damon pretended to love, 
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SONG CXIV. 
Sung in the Shepherd's Lottery. 


Fair, ye Swains, is gone aſtray; 
The little Wand' rer loſt her Way, 
In gath'ring Flow'rs the other Day; 
Poor Philis, poor Phillis, poor lovely Phill. 


Ah ! lead her home, ye gentle Swains, 
Who know an abſent Lover's Pains, 
And bring her ſafely o'er the Plains; 


My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 


Conceive what Tortures rack my Mind; 
And, if you'll be fo juſt and kind, 
III give you certain Marks to find 

My Phzllis, &c. 


ZWhene' er a Charming Form you ſee, 
Serenely grave, ſedarely tree, 

And mildly gay, it mu! t be ſhe ; 

$4 "Tis Phillis, E. 


Not boldly bare, nor half undreſo'd, 
But under Cover ſlightly preſs'd, 

In ſecret plays the little Breaſt 

Of Phillis, &c. 


When ſuch a heav'nly Voice you hear, 
As makes you think a Dry: d near, 
h] ſeize her, and brin; home my dear; 
lis Plillis, &c. 


The Nymph, whole Perſon, void of Art, 

$Has ev'ry Grace in ev'ry Part, 

With murd'ring Eyes, yet harmleſs Heart, 
Is Phillis, &C. 


G 2 Whoſe 


1 
Mhoſe Teeth are like an Iv'ry Row, 
Whoſe Skin is like the cleareit Snow, 
Whoſe Face like nothing that I know, 
Is Phillis, &C. 
But reſt, my Soul, and bleſs your Fate; 
I he Gods, who form'd a Piece ſo neat, 


So juſt, exact, and ſo compleat, 
As Phillis, &C. 


Proud of their Hit in ſuch a Flow'r, 
Which ſo exemplifies their Pow'r, 
Will guard. in ev ry dang'rous Hour, 
My Philks, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 


SONG CXV. 


Set by Mr. Stanley. 


H AT beauteous Scenes enchant my Sight! 


How cloſel, yonder Vine 
Does round that Elm's ſupporting Height 
Its wanton Ranglets twine ! 
That Elm (no more a barren Shade) 
Is with its Cluſters crown'd ; 
And that fair Vine without its Aid 
Had crept along the Ground. 


Had crept along the Ground. 


Let this, my fair One, move thy Heart 
Connubial Joys to prove ; 

Yet mark what Care and Age impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on Love : 

Know thy own Bliſs, and joy to hear 
Fertumnus loves thy Charms, 

The youthful God that rules the Year, 
And keeps thy Groves from Harms. 
And keeps thy Groves from Harms. 
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While ſome with ſhort-liv'd Paſſion glow, 


His Love remains the ſame ; 

On him alone thy Heart beſtow, 
And cool his conitant Flame: 

So ſhall no Froit's untimely Pow'r 
Deform the blooming Spring ; 

So hall thy Trees from Blaſts fecure, 
Their wonted Tribute bring. 
Their wonted Trioute bring. 


SONG CXVI. 


Lo VE and WINE in Alliance. 
V TAL UE Phillis is drinking, Love and Wine in 
/ 


Allance, 


With Forces united, bid reſiſtleſs Defiance; 
Each Touch of her Lips makes the ine ſparkle higher, 


r 


And her Eyes by her drinking redouble their Fire. 
And her Eyes by her drinking redouble their Fire. 


Her Checks grow the brighter, recruiting their Colour” 
As Flowers with ſprinkling revive with treſh Odour ; 
His Dart dipp'd in Wine, Love 0unds beyond curing, 
And the iquor, like Oil, makes the Flame more en- 


during. 


And the Liquor, like Oil, &c. 


And our Mirth is enliven'd by Love and defiri 
Relieving each other: The Pleaſure is laſting, 
And we never are cloy'd, yet are ever a taſting, 


And we never, &c. 


Then P-illis begin, let our Raptures abound, 

And a Kiſs and a G aſs be till going round; 
Our Joys are immortal, while thus we remove 

From Love to the Bottle, from he Bottle to Love. 

From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle to Love. 

G 3 


| 
| 
| 


1 


SONG CXVII. 


The Words by Mr. Dodſley, Sung in the King and the 
Miller. 


H: W happy a State does a Miller poſſeſs, 

Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be lef;' 
Cn tis Mill and himſelf he depends for Support, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at Court: 
What tho' he all duſty and whiten'd does go? 

The more e' bepowder'd the more like a Beau: 

A Clown in this Dreſs may be honeſter far 

Than a Courtier who ſtruts in his Garter and Star, 
Than a Courtier who ſtruts in his Garter and Star. 


Tho' his Hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit to be ſeen, 
The Hands of his Betters are not very clean; 

A Palm more polite may as dirtily deal ; 

Gold in hang ling will ſtick to the Fingers, like Mea! 
What if, when a Pudding for Dinner he lacks, 

He cribs, without Scruple, trom other Men's Sacks; 
In this a right noble Example he brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other Men's Bags. 

Who borrow, &c. 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an Eſtate, 

In this too he'd mimic the Tools of the State, 

Whoſe Aim is alone their own Coffers to fi 1, 

And all his Concern's to bring Griſt to his Mill! 

He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry, 

And don when he's weary contenred does lie; 
hen riſes up chearſul to work and to ſing, 

If ſo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King? 

If 1o happy a Miller, then who'd be a King? 
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SONG CXVIII. 
Set by Mr. Deſeſch. 


ARK, Daphne, from the Hawthorn Buſh 


The ſpotted Finches ſing; 


In artleſs Notes the merry 'I'h.ufh 


Salutes the blooming Spring: 

On verdant Bed the Vi let lies, 
To woo the weſtern Gale; 

While tow'ring Lillies meet our Eyes, 
Like love ſick Virgins pale. 


The Rill that guſhes o'er the Shore 
Winds murmuring thro' the Glade ; 
So heart-ſtruck 7/r/cs tells his Moan, 
To win this clay-cold Maid : 
The golden Sun in freſh Array, 
Flames forward on the Sphere ; 
Around the May-pole Shepherds play, 
To hail the flow'ry Year. 


Say, ſhall we taſte the breezy Air, 
Or wander through the Grove ; 
There talk of SI wild Deſpair, 

The Prey of lawlets Love? 
Ah! no, ſhe cries, o'er Sy/wia's Fall 
Exult not, tho” 'twas juſt; 


Daſh not the Sinner's Name with Gall, 


Nor triumph o'er her Duſt, 


True Virtue ſcorns to fling the Dart, 
Herſelf above a Fear; 

When Juſtice ſtings the guilty Heart, 
She drops the gen'rous Tear: 
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Then own, ye Nymphs, this god-like Tru): 
Is on your Hearts impreſt; 

On brighteſt Patterns form your Youth, 
And be for ever bleſt. 


SONG CXVIII. 
Saag by Mrs, Chambers, at Covent-Garden 7 rot, 


OVE's a gent'c, cen'rous Paſſion, 
4 Source of ail ſubizme Delights, 
When with mutual Inclination 
Two fond Hearts in one unites, 
Two fond Hearts in one unites. 


What are Titles, Pomp, or Riches, 
If compar'd with true Content? 
That falſe Joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd, we may repent. 
When obtain'd, we may repent, 


Lawleſs Paſſion brings Vexation ; 
But a chaſte and conſtant Love 
Is a glorious Emulation 
Of the bliſsful State above. 
Of the blilsful State above, 


SON G CXIX. 


The Hiculand LaDdDY. 


H E lawland Lads think they are fine; 
But O they're vain and idly gaudy ; 
How much un'ike the graceful Mein 
And manly Looks of my Highiand Laddy ! 0 
m 
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O my bonny, bonn Highland Laddy, 
My handſome, billig Highland Laddy ; 
May Heav'n fti.i guard, and Love reward, 
The Lawland Laſs and her Higiwand Laddy 


If I were free at Will to chocie 

To be the wealthict Lawland Lady, 
I'd take young Dorald without Trews, 

With Bonnet blue and belted Plaidy, 
O my bonny, &c. 
The braweſt Beau in Burrowſtowyn, 

In a' his Airs with Art made ready, 
Compar'd to him is but a Clown 3 

He's finer far in's tartan Plaidy. 


O my bonny, &c. 
O'er be nty Hill with him 11 run, 


And leave my Lawland Kin and Daddy,; 
Frae Winter's Cauld and Summer'r Sun 

He'll ſcreen me with his Highland Plaic y 
O my bonny, &c. 


A painted Room, and fitken Bed, 

May pleaſe a Lawland Laird and Lacy; 
But I can kiſs, and be as «1: d 

Behind a Buſh in's Highl:: ic Plaidy. 
O en bonny, &c. 


Few Compliments between us nals ; 


| ca' him my dear Ilighlard Laddy, 

And he ca's me his Lawland Lats, 
x * . 1 15 10 l 3 
Sine rows me in beneath 2s ilickland laid. 


0 my bonny, &C, 
Nae greater Joy I'll &cr pre tend, 
Than that his Love Ae 


* 
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SONG CXX. 


The Morde by Mr. Gay. 


LL in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd, 
Tac Streamers waving in the Wind, 
Wien blach-cy'd Saſan came on board, 
Oh ! where ſhall I my True-love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among your Crew? 


William, who high, upon the Yard 
Rock'd by the Billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known Voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd and caſt his Eyes below; 
The Cord flies ſwiftly thro' his glowing Hands, 
And quick as Lightning on the Deck he ſtands. 
So the ſweet Lark, high pois'd in Air, 
Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 
If chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he hear, 
And drops at once into her Neſt. 
The nobleſt Captain in the Britiſb Fleet 
Might envy Villiam's Lips thoſe Kiſſes ſweet. 


O Su/an! Suſan! lovely dear! 

My Vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling 'Tear ; 

We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye liſt, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be 
The faithful Compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 
Believe not what the Landmen ſay, | 
Who tempt with Doubts thy conſtant Mind; 
They'll tell thee Sailors, when away, 

In ev'ry Port a Miſtreſs find : 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe er I go. 


If 


Bl 
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If to fair India's Coaſt we ſail, 

Thine Eyes are ſeen in Di'monds bright ; 
Thy Breath is Af-ic's ſpicy Gale; 

Thy Skin is Ivory fo white; 
Thus ev'ry beauteous Object that I view 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charm ot lovely Sue. 


Tho' Battle calls me from thy Arms, 
Let not my pretty a mourn ; 
Tho' Cannons roar, yet ſafe from Harms 
William ſhall to his dear return: 
Love turns aſide the Balls that round me fly, 
Left precious Tears ſhould drop from Suſan's Eye. 


The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 

The Sails their ſwelling Foſoms ſpread ; 
No longer muſt ſhe Ray on board; 

They kiſs'd, the ſigh'd, he hung his Head: 
Her leis'ning Boat unwilling rows to Land ; 


Adieu, ſhe cry'd, and wav ' her Lilly Hand. 


S Q-N G-CXXI. 
By Mr. Pope. 


APPY the Man whoſe Wiſh and Care 
A few paternal Acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native Air 
In his own Ground : 


Whoſe Herds with Milk, whoſe Fields with Bread, 
Whoſe Flocks ſupply him with Attire ; 
Whole Trees in Summer yield him Sha ade, 
In Winter Fre. 


Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 
Hours, Days, and Years, ſlide ſoft away, 
In Health of Near, Peace of Mind, 
Quiet by Day, 


„ 

Sound Sleep by Night, Study and Eaſe 
Together mix'd, ſweet Recreation, 
And Innocence, which moſt doth pleaſe, 

With Meditation. 


Thus let me live, unſeen, unkown; 
Thus unlamented let me die, 
Steal from the World, and not a Stone 
Tell where I lie. 


SONG CXXII, 


A Hunting 8 ong, 


£ D EE Hounds are all out, and the Morning does 
peep ; 
Why, Laage you ſluggardly Sot ! 
How can you, how can you lie ſnoring aſleep, 
While we all on Horſeback are got, 
My brave Boys ? 
While we all on Horſeback are got. 


I cannot get up, for the over-night's Cup 
So terribly lies in my Head; 


Beſides. my Wife cries, my dear, do not riſe, 


But cuddle me longer in Bed. 
My dear Boys ; 
But cuddle me longer in Bed. 


Come, on with your Boots, and ſaddle your Mare, 
Nor tire us with longer Delay ; 
The Cry of he Hounds, and the Sight of the Hare, 
Will chaſe all dull Vapours away, 
My brave Boys ; 
Will chaſe all dull Yapours away. 
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SONG CXXIII. 
Sung in Lethe. 


E Mortals, whom Fancies and Troubles perplex, 
Whom Folly miſguides, and Infirmities vex ; 

Whoſe Lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt ; 

ho rife without Joy, and lie down without Reſt ; 
Obey the glad Summons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care. 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care. 


Old Maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain, 
And young ones the Rover they cannot regain ; 
The Rake ſhall forget how laſt Night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with Paſſion enjoy'd; 

Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 

And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 

And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 


The Wife at one Draught may forget all her Wants, 
Or drench her fond Fool to forget her Gallants ; 
The troubled in Mind ſhall go chearful away, 1 
And Veſterday's Wretch be quite happy to-day ; 14 
Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 1 
Drink deepof the Stream, and ſorget all your Care. 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care. 


SONG CXXIV. 


Dyke Mufick by Mr. Handel, the Words by Mr. Gay. 


5 . W AS when the Seas were roaring 
With hollow Blaſts of Wind, 
A Damſel lay deploring, 
All on a Rock reclin'd : 
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Wide o'er the rolling Billows 
She caſt a wiſtful Look; 
Her Head was crown'd with Willows, 
That trembled o'er the Brook. 


Twelve Months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious Days, 

Why didſt thou, vent'rous Lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the Seas? 

Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel Ocean, 
And let my Lover reſt: 

Ah! what's thy troubled Motion 
To that within my Breaſt ? 


The Merchant, robb'd of Pleaſure, 
Views Tempeſts in Deſpair ; 
But what's the Loſs of Treaſure 
To loling of my dear ? 
Should you ſome Coaſt be laid on, 
Where Gold and Di'monds grow, 
You'd find a richer Maiden; 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that Nature 
Has nothing made in vain ? 
Why then beneath the Water 
Do hideous Rocks remain ? 
No Eyes the Rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the Deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring Lover, 
And leave the Maid to weep. 


All melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear, 
Repaid each Blaſt with ſighing, 
Each Billow with a Tear : 


When 


When ( 
His f 
Then, 
She 
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When o'er the white Waves ſtooping, 
His floating Corps ſhe ſpy'd, 

Then, like a Lilly drooping, 
She bow'd her Head and dy'd. 


SONG CXXV. 


Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, at Vauxhall-Gardens, 


HEN Damon firſt my Eyes beheld, 
My Heart with ſecret 'I'ranſport thrill'd, 
And pit-a-pat it went ; 
Young, artleſs, innocent, and ſhy, 
So unexperienc'd was I, 
I wonder'd what it meant. 


Whene'er I met him on the Plain, 
He'd kiſs me, ſigh, and kiſs again, 
And {ſweeteſt 'F'ales invent: 
And then he'd tell me he muſt die; 
But, as I ſaw no Danger nigh, 
I wonder'd what he meant. 


To Nymphs, whom Years had wiſer made, 
I told the tender Things he ſaid, 
And of his ſad Complaint; 
Full well the tender Things they knew, 
For they, like me, had heard them too, 
Nor wonder'd what they meant. 


They anſwer'd, Love had touch'd my Heart, 
That Damon,” by his Sex's Art, 
Might cauſe me to repent ; 
And that I ſhould defire the Swain 
To tell me, when we met again, 
It he to wed me meant. 


Rejoic'd ſuch good Advice to find, 
I ripp'd, to let him know my Mind, 


— 


1 1 
Acroſs the Mead intent: 
J told him, did he not deſign 
With me in Hymen's Bands to join, 
I wonder'd what he meant. 


The Youth, whoſe Love was aw'd by Fear, 
Grew raptur'd ſuch ſweet Sounds to hear; 


Straight to the Church we went. — 
How wiſe we all by Marriage grow ! 
Though fooliſh once, yet now I know, 

I know what Damon meant. 


SONG CXXVI. 


Sung at Sadler's Wells. 


9 UN G Colin ſought my Heart to win, 


And woo'd as other Lovers woo 
J, vers'd in all our Sex's Art, 
Did juſt as Maidens do; 
Whate er he'd ſigh, whate'er he'd vow, 
I'd ſtudy to be ſhy at, 
And when he preſs'd his Fate to know, 
"Twas pr'ythee, Fool, be quiet. 
"Twas pr'ythee, Fool, be quiet. 


Month after Month of am'rous Pain, 
He made a mighty Fuls ; 

Why, it, you know, one loves a Swain, 
I is wrong to {ay one does. 

He told me, Paſſion could not live 
Without more pleaſing Diet; 

And pray what Anſwer could I give, 
But pr'ythee, Fool, be quiet. 
But pr'ythee, Fool, be quiet. 


At length he made a bold Eſſay, 
And, like a Man, he cry'd, 


Thy 


hy Ha 
Shall 
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Thy Hand, my dear; this very Day 
Shall Celia be my Bride; 

onvinc'd he wou'd have teaz'd me ſtill, 
cou'd not well deny it; 

\nd now, believe me, when I will, 
| make the Fool be q quiet. 
make the Fool be quiet. 


SONG CXXVII. 
MaTRIMONIAL DEAFNESS, 


Sung at Sadler's Wells. 


WO Fars at a Time are too many for Uſe, 
When they're only the Inlet to Strife; 
But few they arc. tound, who, tho' wiſe, wou d refuſe 
To poſleis the fair Organs of Life; 
Yet Deatneſs {ſometimes of Advantage is found ; 
Mistortunes may turn to a Bleſling; 
For when Nonſenſe diſtracts, or when Tumults ſur- 
round, 


They then loſe the Pow'r of diſtreſſing. 


Hence I wiſely am taught to be deaf of one Ear, 
While the other for Ge I employ ; 
One Gate I ſhut up ag ainſt Trouble and Care, 
And the other keep open for Joy : 
When my Conlort begins her loud Windpipe to clear, 
Wie h a Peal that would the World rend aſunder, 
derenely I ſit, and I cock my deaf Bar, 
Unmov'd miaſt the Roll of the I hunder. 


' T'other day comes a Dun, with, good Sir! you well 
know 


What ay you ? ſpeak louder a little : 
You 


1 


You know, Sir, you borrow'd three Twelve- month t why! 
ago Ind Bilh 

Alas, Friend, I can't hear a Tittle: Ind Bilh 
You owe me ten Pounds, then louder he cries, 


And repeats it as ſtrong as he can ; he — 

I point to my Ears, and lift up my Eyes, or ſhe © 
Till he hardly can think me the Man. Pf the © 

| 01 kiſs 

] 


I. as yore as a Don, cry, my Hearing's quite loſ: 
And my Money, ſays he, too, I fear: do J kiſs 
Pox on him, tis Folly to talk to a Poſt, 


So he leaves me, as mad as a Hare : phe bro 
Thus my Life, Night and Day, in ſoft Indolence flow. 
Scolding, Dunning, nor Brawling I ſear, hs 
Ye marry'd Men all, as ye wiſh for Repoſe, Ye 
Be ſure to be deaf of one Ear. E 
As true 
SONG CXXVIII. 
Sung by Miſs Stephenſon, at Vauxhall. 
Y a prattling Stream, on a Midſummer's Eve, 
Where Woodbines and Jeſs'mine their Bough: 
iterweave ; 1 
Fair Flora, I cry d, to my Arbour repair; | 
I muſt have a Chaplet for ſweet /!ham's Hair, By W 
J muſt have a Chaplet for ſweet Milliam's Hair, To 
She brought me the Vi'let that grows on the Hill, l 77 
The vale dwelling Lilly, and gilded Jonquil; wil 
But ſuch languid Odours ho » could J approve, A 
Juſt warm from the Lips of the Lad that 1 love? 
Juſt warm, &c. 1 
She brought me, his Faith and his Truth to diſplay, Þ The 
The undying Myrtle, and ever green Bay; FM 


But 


nth: Hut why theſe to me, who've his Conſtancy known ? 
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Ind Billy has Laurels enough of his own. 
Ind Billy, &C. 


he next was a Gift that I could not contemn, 
or ſhe brought me two Roſes that grew on a Stem; 
f the dear nuptial Tye they ſtood Emblems confeſt; 
0] kiſs'd them, and preſs'd them quite cloſe to my 
Breaſt. 
zo J kiſs'd them, &c. 


he brought me a Sun-flow'r; — This Fair-One's your 
Due; 

For it once was a Maiden, and love-fick, like you. 

give it me quick, to my Shepherd [1] run, 

As true to s Fame as this Flow'r to her Sun. 

As true to his Fame as this Flow'rs to her Sun. 
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SONG -.CXXIX. 
BaLLY SPELLING, 


Set by Mr Howard. 


LL you that would refine your Blood, 
As pure as fam'd Le» ellin, 
By Waters clear, come ev'ry Year, 
And drink at Bally Spelling 5 
If Spots, or Itch, the Skins enrich 
With Rubies, paſt the telling, 
"Twill clear the Skin, before you've been 
A Month at Bally Spelling. 


If Lady's Cheek be green as Leek, 

When ſhe comes from her Dwelling ; 

The kindling Roſe within it glows, 
+ When ſhe's at Bally Spelling. 
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The ſooty brown, who comes to Town, 
Grows here as fair as Helen; 

Then back ſhe goes to kill the Beaux, 
By dint of Ba/ly Spelling. 


Our Ladies are as freſh and fair 
As Roſe or bright Dankelling ; 

And Mars might make a fair Miſtake, 
Was he at Bally Spelling 

We Men ſubmit, as they think fit, 
And here 1s no rebelling ; 

The Reaſon's plain, the Ladies reign 
They're Queens at Bally Spelling. 


By matchleſs Charms, unconquer'd Arms, 
They have the Pow'r of quellin 

Such deſp'rate Foes, as dare oppoſe 
Their Pow'r at Bally Spelling: 

Cold Water turns to Fire, and burns, 
I know, becauſe I fell in 

A Stream, that came from one bright Dame, 
Who drank at Bally Spelling. 


Fine Beaux advance, equipt for Dance, 
And bring their Ann or Nell in, 

With ſo much Grace, I'm ſure no Place 
Can vie with Bally Spelling : 

No Politics, no ſubtle Tricks, 
No Man his Country ſelling ; 

We eat, we drink, we never think 
Of theſe at Bally Spelling. 


The troubled Minds, the puff d with Wind, 
Do all come here pell-mell in; 

And they are ſure to work the Cure, 
By drinking Bally Spelling : 

If Dropſy fills you to the Gills, 
From Chin to Toe tho' ſwelling ; 


Pour 


Within 
No 

Excep' 
All 
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pour in, pour out, you cannot doubt 
A Cure at Bally Spelling, 


Death throws no Darts thro? all theſe Parts, 
No Sexton's here a knelling ; 

Come, judge, and try, you'll never die, 
And live at Bally Spelling ; 

Except you feel Darts tipt with Steel, 
Which here are ev'ry Belle in ; 

When from their Eyes ſweet Ruin flies, 
We die at Bally pelling. 


Good Cheer, ſweet Air, much Joy, no Care, 
Your Sight, your Taſte, your Smelling, 

Your Ears, your Touch, tranſport much, 
Each Day at Bally Spelling; 

Within this Ground we all ſleep ſound, 
No noiſy Dogs a yelling, 

Except you wake for Celia's ſake 
All Night at Bally Spelling, 

Here all you ſee, both he and ſhe, 
No Lady keeps her Cell in; 

But all partake the Mirth we make 
Who drink at Bally Spelling: 

My Rhimes are gone; I think I've none, 
Unleſs I ſhould bring Hell in; 

But fince I'm here, to Hava ſo near, 
I can't at Bally Spelling. 


SONG CXXX. 


AIR is the Swan, the Ermine white, 
And fair the Lilly of the Vale; 
The Moon, reſplendent Queen of Night, 
And Snows that drive before the Gale : 
In Fairneſs theſe the reſt excel; . 
But fairer is my Jabel. Sweet 


(142 } 
Sweet is the Vi'let, ſweet the Roſe, 
And ſweet the Morning Breath of May; 
Carnations rich their Sweets diſcloſe, 
And the ſweet winding Woodbines ſtray : 
In Sweetneſs theſe the reſt excel; 
But ſweeter is my Jabel. 


Conſtant the Poets call the Dove, 
And am'rous they the Sparrow call ; 
Fond is the Sky-lark of his Love, 
And fond the feather'd Lovers all : 
In Fondneſs theſe the reſt excel ; 
But fonder I of 1/abe/. 


SONG CXXXI. 
Moccy's Courralxr or Jockkx. 


N the Tay's verdant Banks a fair Maid !: 
reclin'd ; 
She wept to the Oziers that curv'd to the Wind; 
While Echo to Sorrow ſo faithful and kind, 
Repeated her Plaints for her Jockey, her Jockey. 
Repeated her Plaints for her Jockey. 


Not the Nightingale's Voice was more mournful ar 
clear, 
When thus ſhe began; tis for the Loſs of my dear, 


That from Eyes, once ſo ſparkling, enforces the Tezr 
The Tear which I drop'd for young Fockey, young 


Tockey. 
The Tear which I drop'd for young Jeck y. 


The Linnet his Mate chuſes out of the Throng, 
And, when he has won her, fits all the Day long, 
Still proud of his Conqueſt, repeating his Song ; 


Not fo did inconſtant young Fockey, young ocks: 


Not ſo did inconſtant young Tockey, 
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He ſwore twas my Beauty his Heart that had won, 
and his Flame was as pure as the Light of the Sun; 
zut the Maid that believes is as ſurely undone; 
For falſe and deceitful's young Jocſey, young Fock 
For falſe and deceitful's young Fockey, 8 Jockey, 


SONG CXXXIL 


Sung at the Theatres. 


HEN mighty Roaſt Beef was the Engl:foman's 
Food, 
t ennobled our Veins, and enriched our Blood; 
Our Soldiers were brave, and our Courtiers were good : 
O the Roaſt Beef of Oli England! 
And Old Engliſb Roaſt Beef 


But ſince we have learnt from all- conqu' ring France 
To eat their Ragouts as well as to dance, 


We're fed up with nothing but vain Complaiſance: 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c 


Our Fathers of old, were robuſt, ſtout and ſtrong, 

And kept open Houſe with good Chear all Day long, 

Which made their plump Tenants rejoice in this Song: 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


But now we are dwindled to— what ſhall I name ? 


A ſneaking poor Race, half begotten, —and tame, 
© Who ſully thoſe Honours that once ſhone in Fame: 


O the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


When good Queen Elizabeth fat on the Throne, 

Ere Coffee, or Tea, or ſuch Slip-ſlops were known, 

The World was in Terror, if e'er ſhe did frown : 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. 
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In thoſe Days, if Fleets did preſume on the Mais, 


They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 


As Witneſs, the vaunting Armada of Spain. 
O the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


Oh ! then they had Stomachs to eat and to fight, 


And, when Wrongs were a cooking, to do themſely, 


right; 
But now we're a Pack of I could but good Nigl 
O the Roaſt Beef of Oli England ! 
And Old Engliſb Roaſt Beef 


SONG CXXXIII. 


Sæbeet Nan of the Vale. 


Sung by Mr. Beard. 


I N a ſmall pleaſant Village, by Nature compleat, 
Of a few honeſt Shepherds the quiet Retreat, 

There liv'd a young Laſs, of ſo lovely a Mein 

As ſeldom at Balls or at Court hath been ſeen; 


The ſweet Damaſk Roſe was full-blown on her Check 


The Lilly diſpaly'd all its white on her Neck; 

The Lads of the Village all ſtrove to prevail, 

And call'd her, in Raptures, ſweet Nan of the Vale. 
Sweet Nan of the Vale, ſweet Nan of the Vale. 

And call'd her, in Raptures, iweet Nan of the V ale. 


Firſt young Hodge ſpoke his Paſſion, till quite out 
Breath, 


Crying, wounds he could hug her and kiſs her 


Death; 
And Dick with her Beauty was ſo much poſſeſs'd, 
That he loathed his Food, and abandon'd his Re#; 
But ſhe could find nothing in them to endear, 
So ſent them away with a Flea in their Ear, 
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And ſaid no ſuch Boobies cou'd tell a Love Tale, 
Or bring to Compliance ſweet Nan of the Vale. 
Or bring to Compliance ſweet Naz of the Vale, 


Till young Roger, the ſmarteſt of all the gay Green, 
Who lately to London on a Frolic had been, 

Came home much improv'd in his Air and Addreſs, 
And boldly attack'd her, not fearing Succeſs : 

He ſaid Heav'n form'd ſuch ripe Lips to be kifs'd ; 
And preſs'd her ſo cloſely ſhe could not reſiſt, 

And ſhew'd the dull Swains the right Way to aſſail, 
And brought to his Wiſhes ſweet Nor of the Vale. 
And brought to his Wiſhes ſweet Nas of the Vale. 


SONG CXXXIV. 
Sung in, As you like it. 


LOW, blow, thou Winter's Wind! 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
As Man's Ingratitude : 
Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen ; 
Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Altho' thy Breath be rude. 
Altho' thy Breath be rude. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter Sky ; 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 
Thou doſt not bite fo nigh, 
As Benefits forgot: 

Tho' thou the Waters warp, 
Thy Sting is not ſo ſharp, 
Tho' thou the Waters warp, 
Thy Sting is not ſo ſharp, 

| H As 


RES 
As Friends remember'd not. 
As Friends remember'd not. 


SONG CXXXV. 
ANACREON's DREAM. 
Set by My, Arne. 


8 I on purple Tap'ſtry lay, 
And ſlept the tedious Night away, 
Well warm'd within 
| With ſparkling Wine, 
T ſcem'd with Virgins briſk as May 
To dance, and ſing, and wanton play. 
The Shepherds a'l together flew, 
And envious glanc'd, and look'd aſkew ; 
And ev'ry Swain 
Upon ghe Plain 
Both envy'd and reproach'd me too, 
That I with: Virgins had to do. 


An am'rous Kiſs I would have ta'en ; 

But, waking, found my Hopes were vain ; 
Then curs'd the Day, 
Whoſe glaring Ray 

Bereav'd me of ſo ſweet a Pain; 

Then ſtrove to ſleep and dream again. 


SONG CXXXVI. 


Set by Mr. Howard. 


ſetting Day and riſing Morn, 


A T 
A With Soul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
I'll aſk of Heav'n thy ſafe Return, 


With all that can improve thee ; 


I 


l 


P11 viſit oft the birken Buſh, 
Where firſt you kindly told me 

8weet Tales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didit infold me. 


To all our Haunts thou didſt repair, 
By Green-wood, Shaw, or Fountain ; 
Or where the Summer's Day I'd ſhare 
With you upon yon Mountain: 
There will I tell the Trees and Flow'rs, 
With Thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By Vows you're mine, my Love 1s yours, 
My Heart, which cannot wander, 


SONG CXXXVII, 


In Co uus. 


AME's an Echo, prattling double, 
An empty, airy, ylitt'ring Bubble; 
A Breath can ſwell, a Breath can fink it; 
The wiſe not worth their keeping think it: 
Why, then, why ſuch Toil and Pain 
Fame's uncertain Smiles to gain? 
Like her Siſter, Fortune, blind, 
To the belt ſhe's oft unkind, 
And the worſt her Favour find. 


SO NG CXXXVIII. 


In Couus. 


IVE and love, enjoy the Fair; 
Baniſh Sorrow, baniſh Care; 
Mind not what old Dotards ſay, 
Age has had his Share of Play; 
But Youth's Sport gn to-day. 
2 


From 
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From the Fruits of ſweet Delight 
Let no Scare-crow Virtue fright ; 
Here, in Pleaſure's Vineyards, we 
Rove, like Birds, from Iree to Tree, 
Careleſs, airy, gay, and free, 


SONG CXXXIX. 


In Comus. 


OM E, come, bid adieu to Fear; 
Love and Harmony live here: 
No domeſtic jealous Jars, 
Ruzzing Slanders, wordy Wars, 
In my — will appear: 
Love and Harmony reign here. 


Sighs to am'rous Sighs returning, 
Pulſes beating, Boſoms burning, 
Boſoms with warm Withes panting, 
Words to ſpeak thoſe Wiſhes wanting, 
Are the only Tumults here, 

All the Woes you need to fear: 

Love and Harmony reign here. 


0M i Cx. 


In Comus. 
OR on Peds of fading Flow'rs, 


Shedding ſoon their gaudy Pride, 


Nor with Swains in Syren Bow'rs, 
Will true Pleaſure long reſide: 

On awful Virtue's Hill ſublime 
Enthron'd fits the immortal Fair ; 


Who wins her Height muſt patient climb ; 
The Steps are Peril, Toil, and Care: 


So, from the firſt did Joe ordain 
Eternal Bliſs for tranſient Pain, 


SONG 
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SONG CxII. 


In Co uus. 


N OW lighter and gayer, ye tinkling Strings 
| ſound ; 

Light, light in the Air, ye nimble Nymphs, bound: 

Now, now, with quick Feet, the Ground beat, beat, 
beat : 

Now, now, with quick Feet, the Ground beat, beat, 
beat : 

Now cold and denying ; | 

Now kind, and coniplying ; | 

| 

' 


Conſenting, repenting, 
Diſdaining, complaining, 
Indiff' rence now feigning : | 
Again, with quick Feet, the Ground beat, beat, beat, 


SONG CXLIL 


In Comus. 


Y the ruſhy-fringed Bank, 
Where grows the Willow and the Oſier dank 
My ſliding Chariot ſtays, 
Thick-ſet with Agate, and the Azure ſheen 
Of Turquoiſe blue, and Em'rald green, 

That in the Channel ſtrays ; 
Whilſt from off the Waters fleet 
Thus I ſet my printleſs Feet 
O'er the Cowllip's velvet Head, 
That bends not as | tread : 
Gentle Swain, at thy Requeſt 

I am here. 
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SONG CXLII. 


Set by Signor Palma, Words from the Italiun. 


TL, wilt thou waſte thy Prime, 

a Stranger to the Joys of Love? 
"Thou haft Youth, and that's the Time 

Ev'ry Minute to improve : 
Round thee wilt thou never hear 

Little wanton Girls and Boys 
Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 
Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 

Infant's Prate and Mother's Joys? 


Only view that little Dove, 
Softly cooing to his Mate; 
As a farther Proof of Love, 

Sce her for his Kiſſes wait: 
Hark ! that charming Nightingale, 
As he flies from Spray to Spray, 

Sweet'y tunes an am'rous 'Tale, 
oweet]y tunes, &c. 
I love, I love, he ſtrives to ſay. 


Could I to thy Soul reveal 

But the leaſt, the thouſandth Part, 
Of thoſe Pleaſures Lovers feel, 

In a mutual Change of Heart ; 
Then, repenting, wouldit thou ſay, 

Virgin Fears, from hence remove, 
All the Time is thrown away, 
All the Time is thrown away, 

That we do not ſpend in Love. 


SONG 


1 
SONG. CXLIV. 


Set by My. Howard. 
OUNG Roger of the Mill, one Morning very 


ſoon, 
Put on his beſt Apparel, his Hoſe and clouted Shoon, 
And he a wooing went to bonny buxom Ne; 
Adzooks, cries he, could'ſt fancy me? I like thee 
wond'rous we'l, I like thee wond'rous well. 


My Horſes I have dreſt, and giv'n them Corn anc av, 
Put on my beſt Apparel; and, having com- this Wey, 
Let's fit and chat a while with thee, my bonny NU: 
Adzooks, cries he, could'ſt fancy me ? 1 like thy 
Perſon we'l, I like thy Perſon well. 


Young Roger, your miſtaken, the Damſel then re” 


I am not in ſuch Haſte to be a Plowman's Bride : 

Know, I then live in hopes to wed a Farmer's Son : 

If it be ſo, ſays Hodge, I'll go; ſwcet Miſtreſs, I 
have done; ſweet Miſtreſs, 1 have done. 


Your Horſes you have dreſt, as I have heard you lay: 

Put on your beſt Apparel; and having come this Way, 

Come fit and chat a while: O no indeed, not]; 

I'll neither wait, nor chat, nor prate ; I've other Fiſh 
to fry, I've other Fiſh to fry. 


Go take your Farmer's Son, with all my honeſt Heart, 

What tho' my Name be Roger, that goes to Plow and 
Cart, 

I need not tarry long, ere I do gain a Wite ; 

There's buxom Joan, it is well known, ſhe loves me 
as her Life, ſhe loves me as her Late. 


H 4 Pray 
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Pray what of buxom Joan? can't I pleaſe you as well? 

For the has ne er a Penny, and I am bouncing N, 

And I have fifty Shillings : The Money made him 
{mile : 

O then, my dear, I'll draw a Chair, and chat with 

thee a while, and chat with thee a While. 


within an Half-hour's Space, theſe two a Bargain 
{truck ; 

I hope then with the Money they both may have 
good Luck: 

I've forty Shillings more, with which a Cow we'll 
buy 3 

We'll join gur Hands in Wedlock's Bands; then who 
but you and I ; then who but you and 1 * 


6.0 iz -TALY; 


Set by Mr. Weldon, and Mr. Arne, ſer, 
ET Ambition fire thy Mind ; 


Thou wert born o'er Men to reign, 
Not to follow Flocks deſign'd: 
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain, 


Crowns I'l: throw beneath thy Feet; 
Thcu on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread ; 
Joys in circling Joys ſhail meet, 
Which Way e'er thy Fancy's led. 


Let not Toils of Empire fright ; 
Toils of Empire Pleaſures are: 

Thou ſhalt only know Delight; 
All the Joy, but not the Care. 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the Prize, 
For the Bleflings I beſtow, 
Joyful I'll aſcend the Skies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 
SONG 
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SON G CXLVI. 


Colin's ComMPLAINT, 


E AR Chloe, whilſt thus beyond Meaſure, 
You treat me with Doubts and Di{dain, 
You rob all your Youth of its Pleaſure, 
And hoard up an Old-Age of Pain : 
Your Maxim, that Love is ſtill founded 
On Charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its Dictates obey, 


The Paſſion, from Beauty firſt drawn, 
Your Kindneſs will vaſtly improve; 

Soft Smiles and gay Looks are the Dayn, 
Fruition's the Sun-ſhine, of Love : 

And, tho' the bright Beams of your Eyes 
Should be clouded, that now are ſo gay, 

And Darkneſs poſſeſs all the Skies, 
We ne'er can forget it was Day. 


Old Darby with Juan by his Side, 
You've often regarded with Wonder ; 
He's dropſical, ſhe is fore-ey'd ; 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder : 
Together they totter about, 
Gr fit in the Sun at the Door, 
And at Night when old Darby's Pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoke a Whi more. 


No Beauty or Wit they poſleſs, 
Their ſeveral Failings to {mother ; 
Then what are the Charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond of each other? 


H 5 


Tis 


( 154 ] 
"Tis the pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, 
The Endearments that Love did beſtow ; 
The Thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and Truth 
The beſt of all Bleſſings below. 


Thoſe Traces for ever will laſt, 
Which Sickneſs nor Time can remove; 
For when Vou h and Beauty are paſt, 
And Age brings the Winter of Love, 
A Friendſhip inſenſib'y grows, 
By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe ; 
The Current of Fondneſs ſt:11 lows, 
Which decrepid Old-Age cannot freeze. 


SONG CXLVII. 


GRrEENwood HALL: or, Colin's Deſcription ( te 
his Wife ) & Vauxhall. 


Mary! ſoft in Feature ! 
(0) I've been at dear Yauxhall ; 
No Paradiſe is ſweeter, 
Not that they Eden call: 
At Night ſuch new Vagaries, 
Such gay and harmleſs Sport, 
All look'd like Giant Fairies, 
And this their Monarch's Court. 


Methought, when firſt I enter'd, 

Such Splendour round me ſhone, 
Into a World I ventur'd, 

Where roſe another Sun ; 
Whilſt Muſic, never c'oving, 

As Sky-larks ſweet I hear ; 
The Sounds I'm ſtill 5 

They' always ſoothe my Ear. 


Her 
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ere Paintings, ſweetly glowin 
Whers-v'S our 4 fall * 
Here Colours, Life beſtowing, 
Bedeck this Greenwoed Hall : 
The King there dubs a Farmer; 
There John his Doxey loves; 
But my Delight's the Charmer 
Who ſteals a Pair of Gloves 12 


As, ſtill amaz'd, I'm ſtraying 
O'er this enchanted Grove, 
I ſpy a Harper * playing 
All in his proud Alcove : | 
I doff my Hat, defiring 4 
He'd tune up buxom Jean; | 
But what was I admiring ? 
Adzooks a Man of Stone. N 


But now, the Tables ſpreading, | 
They all fall to with Glee ; , ; 


Not e'en at *Squire's fine Wedding 
Such Dainties did 1 ſee: 
J long'd (poor ſtarv'ling Rover); 
But none heed Country Elves ; | 
Theſe Folk, with Lace daub'd over, 
Love only dear themſelves, 


Thus, whilſt *mid Joys abounding, 
As Graſshoppers they're gay ; 
At Diſtance, Crowds ſurrounding 


The Lady of the May : 
H 6 The 


+ Alluding to three Pidtures in the Pavillions, viz. the King 
and M ler of Mansfiein, the Sailor in a Tipplicg- Houſe in 
Wapping, and the Git! who is ſtealing a Kils ſroni the ſleep - 
ing Gentleman, 

„ Nr. Hyndel's Statue, 

1 Her Royal Highneſs the Princeſs of Wales, fitting under 


a ſplendid Pavillion. 


Wt 
The Man i' th' Moon peep'd ſlily, 
Soft twinkling thro” the Trees, 
As tho' *twould pleaſe him highly 
To taſte Delights like theſe. 


SONG CXLVIII. 
Set by Mr. Stanley. 


EF END my Heart, ye Virgin Powers, 


From am'rous Looks and Smiles, 
And ſhield me, in my gayer Hours, 
From Love's deſtructive Wiles : 
In vain let Sighs and melting Tears 
Employ their moving Art, 
Nor may deluſive Oaths and Pray'rs 
E'er triumph o'er my Heart, 
My calm Content and virtuous Joys 
May Envy ne'es moleſt, 
Nor Jet ambitious Thoughts arile 
| Within my peaceful Breaſt ; 
Yet may there ſuch a decent State, 
Such unaffected Pride, 
As Love and Awe at once create, 
My Words and Actions guide. 


Let others fond of empty Praiſe, 
Each wanton Art diſpiay, 
While Fops and Fools in Raptures gaze, 
And ſigh their Souls away: 
Far other DiQates I purſue, 
(My B:fs in Virtue plac'd) 
And ſeek to pleate the vifer few, 
Who rcal Worth can taſte. 


SONG 
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SONG CXLIX. 
Suns by Miſs Stevenſon, at Vauxhall. 


AY Damon long ſtudy'd my Heart to obtain, 
The prettieſt young Shepherd that pipes on the 
Plain ; 
d hear his ſoft Tale, then declare 'twas amiſs, 
And I'd often ſay no, often ſay no, when J long'd to 
ſay yes. 
And I'd often ſay no, often ſay no, when I long'd to 
ſlay yes. 


Laſt Valentine's Day to our Cottage he came, 

And brought me two Lambkins to witneſs his Flame ; 

Oh! take theſe, he cry'd, thou, more fair than their 
Fleece ; 

J could hardly fay no, tho' aſham'd to ſay yes. 

[ could hardly, &c. 


Soon after, one Morning, we fate in the Grove; 

He prets'd my Hand hard, and in Sighs breath'd his 
Love ; 

Then tenderly aſk'd, if I'd grant him a Kiſs ? 

deſign'd to've ſad no, but miſtook, and ſaid yes. 

I defign'd, &c. 


At this, with Delight, his Heart danc'd in his Breaſt; 
Ye Gods, he cry'd, Chlae will now make me bleſt; 
Come, let's to the Church, and ſhare conjugal Bliſs ; 
Jo prevent being teaz'd, I was forc'd to lay yes. 

To prevent, &c. 


I nc'er was fo pleas'd with a Word in my Life; 

I ne'er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a Wife: 

Then take ye, young Damſels, my Counſel in this, 

You mult all die old Maids, if you will not ſay yes; 

You mult all die old Maids, all die old Maids, if you 
wall not ſay yes. 


SONG 
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SONG. rel. 


A Loyal Song. 


AY, lovely Peace, that grac'd our Iſle, 
Why you withdraw th* indulgent Smile ? 
Is it, you fly the Sons of Fame, 


That they the Pride of France may tame? Ev” 
For Mars is rouz'd by Wars alarms, . 
And cails the Britons forth to Arms, , 


Our Chiefs, renown'd upon the Main, Be 
Once more in Arms ſhine forth again, 
Whoſe ſteady Courage dares oppoſe 


And ſtem the Pow'r of Gallic Foes. W 
For Mats, &c. 

What State but does its Fate deplore, 
Where-e'er the Britiſb Thunders roar ? B 
All, all muſt in Subjection bow; 
And to Britannia's Sons 'tis due ; I 


For Mars, &c. 


As Rome of old her Terrors hurl'd, 

And prov'd the Miſtreſs of the World, 

The Globe itſelf muſt ſubje& be 

To Albion's Sons, who rule the Sea; 

For Mars, &c. | 


Ariſe, ariſe, to War's great Call ; 
Prepare to meet th' audacious Gaul; | 
And, in return for all your Toils, | 
Return with Victory and Spoils: 

For Mars is rouz'd by War's Alarms, | 
And calls the Britons forth to Arms. 
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SONG CLI. 


The WounDed Maip, 


ENTLE Love, to paint my Lover 
Let thy Pencil be thy Dart, 
Let thy Pencil be thy Dart; 
Ev'ry killing Grace. diſcover 
Which is glowing in my Heart. 
Which is glowing in my Heart. 


Be his lovely Eyes defining : 
But 'tis fatal to approach, 
But 'tis, &c. F 
Where ten thouſand Charms are ſhining ; 8 1 
J, alas, have gaz'd too much. j 
I, alas, &c. | 
Be thy Pencil now deſcending ; ; 
But deſcend with tender Care, þ 
But deſcend, &c. 
Left the new-born Smiles offending, 
Whick are ever ſpringing there. 
Which are, &c. . 
Gently glide o'er ev'ry Feature, ; 
With bewitching Softneſs form'd, 
| With bewitching, &c. 
f In his Compoſition, Nature 
| Was by Lowe and Bacchus warm'd, 


a. 5 


I 


| 
Was by Lowe, &c. | 
Touch his Lips, defign'd for preſſing, | 
Where thy own fond Mother's lies, ; 


Where thy, &c. 
Everlaſtin: Love expreſſing 11 
From his Mouth and from his Eyes. ö 


From his, &c. 
Now 


1 
Now his Shape and Air ſurveying, 
How I chide my artleſs Song! 
How I chide, &c. 
I my Fondneſs am betraying, 


And have done his Beauties wrong, 
And have, &c. 


Oh! how ill I am performing, 
Tho” aſſiſted by thy Dart, 
Tho' aſſiſted by thy Dart 

Florio's Picture is more charming, 
It has painted in my Heart. 
It has painted in my Heart. 


SON G CI. 


The RACE, 


F from the Luſtre of the Sun, 
To catch your fleeting Shade you run, 
In vain 1s all your Haſte, Sir. 
In vain 1s all your Haſte, Sir. 
But if your Feet reverſe the Race, 
The Fugitive will urge the Chace, 
And tollow you as faſt, Sir. 
And follow you as faſt, Sir. 


Thus, if at any Time, as now, 
Some ſcornful Flavia you purſue, 
In hopes to overtake her. 
In hopes, &c. 
Be ſure you ne'er too eager be; 
But look upon't as cold as ſhe, 
And ſeemingly forſake her, 
And ſeeming!y, &c. 
I 
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$9 I and Phi//i;, t'other Day, 

Were courſing round a Cock of Hay, 
Whilſt I cou'd ne'er o'erget her. 
Whilſt I cou'd ne'er o'erget her. 

Put when I found J ran in vain, 
uite tir'd, I turn'd me back again, 
And, fiying from her, met her. 
And, flying from her, met her. 


SONG CLIII. 
Set by Corcili, 


E AR Madam, o H:mer, an honeſt blind Bard, 
Has told us (and who need diſpute the Man's 
Word ?) 
To wichſtand the ſweet Syrens deluding ſoft Strain, 
How weak ev'ry Art was, ail Efforts how vain ; 
To wichitand the ſweet Syrens deluding ſoft Strain, 
How weak ev'ry Art was, all Efforts how vain. 


To the Charms of the Voice thoſe of Beauty werejoin'd, 
(How pow'rful, when fingle ! refiftle's, combin'd !) 
And, living in Ocean {ome dreadful ſharp Rocks on, 
Whole Heaps of poor | ars were allur'd to Deſtruction. 
And, living, &c. 

For, ſoon as their {weet flowing Accen's were heard, 
Plum againſt the rough Rocks the mad Mariners ſteer'd: 
Thus, like a poor Bird, by the Charmer decoy'd, 
Tne Veſſel was ſplit, and the Sailors deſtroy d. 
Thus, like, &c. 


Now, Madam, believe, for 'tis certainly true, 

Juſt, juſt ſuch a terrible Creature are you: 

You act to Perfection the Sirens fell Part, 

We are drawn by your Charms, and the Rock js your 
Heart, 

You act, &c. But 
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But ſince, cruel Fair, tis in vain to deplore, 

Or repine at what Thouſands have ſuffer d before, 

J ſubmit ; but, oh! grant this laſt Boon to your Slave, 
As I die by your Heart, be your Boſom my Grave, 

I ſubmit ; but, oh grant this laſt Boon to your Slave, 
A I die by your Heart, be your Boſom my Grave, 


-S ONG CLIV. 


HO' form'd by the tendereſt Care of young Love, 


A wonderful Cluſter of Charms you appear; 
So ſweet no May Morning, ſo gentle no Dove, 
The Roſe not ſo blooming, the Lilly ſo fair, 
Vet nothing ſhall! make me ſubmit to your Chain; 
For free I was born, and free will remain, 
For free 1] was born, and free will remain. 


Tho' the Di'mond was foil'd when match'd with your 
Eyes ; 
Tho'Ermine and Snow were diſgrac'd by your Skin; 
Tho' your Soul too was lovely, noble, and wiſe, 


All Luftre without, and all Sweetneſs within. 
Yet nothing, &c. 


Tho' your Hair, black as Jet, with beautiful Twine 
Down your Shoulders in Rin lets wantonly flow'd 

Your Shape was Perfection, your Air was divine, 
You ſpoke like an Angel, and mov'd like a God ; 

Yet nothing ſhall make me ſubmit to your Chain, 

For free I was born, and free wil remain, 

For free I was born, and free will remain. 


SONG (LV. 


FAIR CHLOE, 


OME all ye young Spirits of lively Addreſs, 
Ye Arts that can _ and Good-humour 2 
OMe 


To ſ 
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Come all the ſoft Numbers that Ovid has writ, 

To ſweeten my Language, inſpire my Wit; 

For theſe are all wanting my Flame to declare, 
Since C lee, tho' pretty, is witty as fair. 

With Flatt'ry attempt not her Boſomto move; 

She'll ſee thro” the Fraud, and perceive it from Love; 
Her Wit is ſo ready, her Judgment ſo clear, 

With a Look ſhe diſcovers the Falſe from Sincere. 
Tis Wiſdom and Truth then my Flame muſt declare, 
Since Cie, tho" pretty, is witty as fair. 


SONG CLI. 


Comvus's Couxr. 


OME hither, come hither, ye languiſhing Swains, 
Here's a Balm that will cure, and reheve all your 
Pains. 
Here's a Balm that will cure, and relieve all your 
Pains. 
To the Fountain of Pleaſure, in Raptures, reſort ; 
"Tis the Summons of Humour to Comus's Court, 
"Tis the Summons of Humour to Comus's Court. 
Tis Camus invites; then the Summons obey ; 
A while leave your Cares, and to Pleaſure away. 
"Tis Camus invites; then the Summons obey ; 
A whule leave your Cares, and to Pleaſure away. 


Here Phebus ſhall fing, and old Momus ſhall laugh, 
And his Bottle of Nectar brave Bacchus ſhall quaff, 
And his Bottle, &c. 


When Time, honeſt Time, for a while ſhall be fall, 


And fit down live a Soul till he tipples his fill. 
And ſit down, &c. 

Nor Care nor miſtruſt ſhall intrude on our Joys ; 
For tis Comus invites then away my brave Boys. 


For 'tis Comus, &c. Should 
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Should Loſſes or Croſſes perplex ye, be ſure 

Ply the Glaſs briſkly round, for Misfortunes a Cure, 
Ply the Glaſs, &c. 

LE/culapius of old had Recourſe to the Bowl, 

And the Doctor, you know, was a ſpecial good Soul. 
And the Doctor, &c. 

While Health, roſy Health, fills the Bumpers around, 


For without em he ſwears there's no Blits to be found. 
For without 'em, &c. 


j 3 
Then awav, ye brave Fellows, to Cmus's Shrine, 
Where Friendſhip and Humour inceflantly join. 

By. . 12 7 . 4 
Where Friendſhip and Humour inceſſantly join. 
Where Freedom and Mirth with the Bottle unite, 
To begvile ail your Care, and with Rapture delight. 
To begulle all your Care, an with Rapture delight. 
Then hari: to the Call, and no longer delay; 


1 


— 


For 'tis Comms invites ; - to his Temple away. 
Then hark to the Call, and no longer delay; 
For 'tis Camus invites; to his Iemple away. 


SON G CLVIL 


HEN Fanny, blooming fair, 
Firſt met my raviſh'd Sight, 
Caught with her Shape and Air, 
I felt a ſtrange Delight: 
Whilſt eagerly I gaz'd, 
Admiring ev'ry Part, 
And ev'ry Feature prais'd, 
She ſtole into my Heart. 


In her bewitching Eyes 
Ten thouſand Loves appear ; 


There Cupid baſking hes, 


His Shafis are hoarded there: 


Her 
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Her blooming Cheeks are dy'd 
With Colour all their own, 
Excelling far the Pride 
Of Roles newly blown. 


| 
| 


Her well-turn'd Limbs confeſs 
The lucky Hand of Jove | 
Her Features all expreſs 
The beauteous Queen of Love: 
What Flames my Nerves invade, 
When I behold the Breaſt 
Of that too charming Maid 
Riſe, ſuing to be preſt ! 


Venus round Fanny's Wait 

Has her own Ceſtus bound, 
With guardian Cupids grac'd, 

Who ſport the Circle round: 
How happy will he be 

Who ſhall her Zone unloole ! 
That Blii to all but me 

May Heav'n and ſhe refuſe. 


SONG CLVIII. 


ARK! away, 'tis the merry-ton'd Horn 
Calls the Hunters all up in the Morn : 


To the Hills and the Wood-lands we ſteer, | 


To unharbour the out-lying Deer. 


CHORUS. 


And a'l the Day long, this, this is our Song, 

Still hollowing and following, ſo frolick and free; 

Our Joys know no Bounds while we're after the 
Hounds ; | 

No Mortals on Earth are ſo happy as we. 

Round the Woods when we beat, how we glow ! 

While te Hills they all echo, hallo! 1 

Wit 
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With a Bounce from the Covert he flies; 
Then our Shouts they reſound to the Skies. 
And all the Day long, &c. 


When we {weep o'er the Vallies, or climb 
Up the health-breathing Mountains ſublime, 
What a Joy from our Labours we feel ! 
Which alone they that taſte can reveal. 

And all the Day long, &c. 


At Night, when our Labour is done, 

Then we will go halloing home, 

With hollo, hollo, and huzza ! 

Reſolving to meet the next Day. 

And all the Day long, this, this is our Song, 

Still halloing and following, ſo frolick and free; 

Our Joys know no Bounds while we're after the 
Hounds ; 

No Mortals on Earth are ſo happy as we. 


SONG CLIX. 


ABSENCE. 


E Shepherds ſo chearful and gay, 
Whole Flocks never careleſsly roam, 
Should Corydor's happen to ſtray, 
Oh ! call the poor Wanderers home : 
Allow me to mute and to ſigh, 
Nor talk of the Change that ye find ; 
None once was ſo watchful 75 I: 
I have left my dearP#/:s behind. 


Now I know what it is to have ſtrove 

With the Torture of Doubt and Deſire ; 
What it 1s to admire and to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire : 


E 1 1 
Ah! lead forth my Flock in the Morn, 
And the Damps of each Ev'ning repel ; 


Alas! J am faint and forlorn : 
I have bade my dear Phillis farewel. 


Since Phillis vouchſaf'd me a Look, 
I never once dreamt of my Vine; 
May Iloſe both my Pipe and my Crook, 
If I knew of a Kid that was mine : 
I priz'd ev'ry Hour that went by 
Beyond all that had pleas'd me before ; 
But now they are paſt, and I ſigh; 
And I grieve that I priz'd them no more, 


But why do I grieve thus in vain ? 
Why wander thus penſively here:? 
Oh ! why did I come from the Plain, 
Where I fed on the Smiles of my dear? 
They tell me, my favourite Maid, 
The Pride of that Valley, is flown; 
Alas ! where with her I have ſtray'd 
I could wander with Pleaſure alone. 


When forc'd the fair Nymph to forego, 
What Anguiſh J felt at my Heart! 
Vet I thought but it might not be ſo 
'T was with Pain that the ſaw me depart : 
She gaz'd as I flowly withdrew ; 
My Path I could hardly diſcern : 
So ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 
I thought that ſhe bade me return. 


The Pilgrim that journeys all Day 
To viſit ſome far-diſtant Shrine, 
If he bears but a Rel1que away, 
Is happy, nor heard to repine 


Thus 
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Thus widely remov'd from the Fair, 
Where my Vows, my Devotion, I owe, 
Soft Hope 1s the Relique I bear, 
And my Solace where ever I go. 


SONG CLX. 


I CK of the Town, at once I flew 
To Contemplation's rural Seat ; 
Adieu, ſaid I, vain World adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great: 
The Book, the Lamp, the Hermit's Cell, 
The moſs-grown Roof, the matted Floor ; 
All theſe I had —'twas mighty well; 
But yet I wanted ſomething more; 
Yet I wanted, yet I wanted, 
But yet I wanted ſomething more. 


Back to the buſy World again 
I ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary Pain, 
Quiet of Heart, and Peace of Mind : 
Gay Scenes of Grandeur ev'ry Hour, 
By Turns my Fancy fill; 
The World ſeem'd all within my Pow'r ; 


But yet I Wanted ſomething ſtill. 
ut yet Lwanted ſomething ſtill. 
Citiss and Groves by Turns were try'd; 


'Twas, all, ye Fair, an idle Tale, 
Celia at length became a Bride, 

A Bride to Damon of the Vale: 
All Nature imil'd; the Gloom was clear'd ; 

Dams was kind I can't tell how ; 
Each Place a Paradiſe appear'd : 

And Celta wanted nothing now; 

Celia wanted, Cella wanted, 


And Ceia wanted nothing now. | 
SON 
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SONG CLX. 


USY. curious, thirſty Fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as 1; 
Freely welcome to my Cup, 

Could'ſt thou ſip and fip it up: 

Make the moſt of Life you may; 
Life is ſhort and wears away. 

Life is ſhort and wears away. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 

Haſten quick to their Decline ; 

Thine's a Summer, mine's no more. 
'Tho' repeated to threeſcore : 
Threeſcore Summers, when they're gone, 
Will appear as ſhort as one. 

Will appear as ſhort as one, 


Sd 0-N-G-CLXI 


The MopesT QQUESTION. 


NAN Love be controul'd by Advice: 
Can Madneſs and Reaſon agree? 
O Mzlly ! who'd ever be wile 
If Madneſs is loving of thee ? 
Let Sages pretend to deſpiſe 
The Joys they want Spirits to take ; 
Let me ſeize old Time as he flies, 


And the Bleſlings of Life while they laſt. 


Dull Wiſdom but adds to our Cares ; 
Briſk Love will improve ev'ry Joy; 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey Hairs ; 

'Too late may __ being coy : 


Then, 


1 
Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay, 
I ill our beſt Blood begins to run cold; 
Our Youth we can have but to-day ; 
We may always find Time to grow old. 


SONG CLXII. 


W H O, to win a Woman's Favour, 
Would ſollicit long in vain ? 


Who, to gain a Moment's Pleaſure, 
Would endure an Age of Pain? 

Vainly toying, ne'er enjoying, 

P:eas'd with ſuing, fond of Ruin, 
Made the Martyr of Diſdain. 
Made the Martyr of Diſdain. 


Give to me the handſome Rover, 
Whom a gen'rous Temper warns ; 

Kindly uſing ev'ry Lover ; 
Well-beſtowing all her Charms: 

Never flying, but complying ; 

Frank and eaſy, glad to pleaſe ye : 
Throw me then into her Arms. 
Throw me then into her Arms. 


SONG CLXIII. 


ET me wander not unſeen 

By hedge-row Elm, or Willow green; 
There the Plowman near at Hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land; 
There the Plowman near at Hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land: 
And the Milkmaid fingeth blithe, 
And the Mower whets his Scythe ; 

While 
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While ev'ry Shepherd tells his Tale 
Under the Hawthorn in the Vale. 
While ev'ry Shepherd tells his Tale 
Under the Hawthorn in the Dale. 


SONG CLXIV. 


The 'FippLIXG PHILOSOPHER 51 


F3 [OGENES, ſurly and proud, 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon Youth, 
Delighted in Wine that was good, 
Becauſe in good Wine there was Truth ; 
But, growing as poor as was Jeb, 
Unable to purchaſe a Flaſk, 
He choſe for his Manſion a Tub, 
And liv'd by the Scent of the Caſk, 
And liv'd by the Scent of the Caſk. 


Heraclitus ne er woutd deny 
A Bumper to cheriſh his Heart, 
And when he was maudlin would cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his Quart: 
Tho' ſome are ſo fooliſh to think, 
He wept at Men's Follies and Vice, 
T was only his Cuſtom to drin 
Till the Liquor flow d out of his Eyes. 
Till the Liquor, &c. 


Democritus always was glad 
To tipple and cheriſh his Soul; 
Wou'd laugh like a Man that. was mad. 
When over a full flowing Bowl : 
As long as his Cellar was ſtor'd, 
The Liquor he'd merrily quaft; 
And, when he was drunk as a Lord, 
At thoſe that were ſober he'd laugh. 
At thoſe, &c. 12 Wile 
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Wiſe Sclan, who carefully gave 
Good Laws unto A bens of old, 
And thought the rich Cre/us a Slave 
(Tho' a King) to his Coffers of Gold; 
He delighted in plentiful Bowls ; 


But, drinking, much Talk would decline; 


Becauſe it was the Cuſtom of Fools 
To prattle much over their Wine. 
'To prattle, &c. 
Old Socrates ne'er was content, 
Till a Bottle had heighien'd his Joys, 
Who in's Cups to the Oracle went, 
Or he ne'er had been counted ſo wiſe: 
Late Hours he moſt certainly lov'd 
Made Wine the Delight of his Life, 
Or Aantipte would never have prov'd 
Such a damnable Scold of a Wife. 
Such a damnable, &c. 


Theophraſtus, that eloquent Sage, 
By Athens ſo greatly ador'd, 

With a Bottle would boldly engage ; 
When mellow was briſk as a Bird ; 

Would chat, tell a Story, and jeſt, 
Moſt pleaſantly over a Glaſs, 

And thought a dumb Gueſt at a Feaſt, 
But a dull philoſophical Als. 
But, &c. 

Grave Seneca, fam'd for his Parts, 


Who tutor'd the Bully of Rome, 
Grew wiſe o'er his Cups and his Quarts, 


Which he drank, like a Miſer, at home ; 
And, to ſhew he lov'd Wine that was good 


To the laſt (we may truly aver it) 
He tinctur'd his Bath with his Blood, 
So fancy'd he dy'd in his Claret. 

So fancy'd, &c. 
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Pythag'ras did Silence enjoin 
To his Pupi's, who Wiſdom would ec, 
Becauſe that he tippled good Wine, 
Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak ; 
And when he was whimſical grown, 
With fipping his plentiful Bowls, 
By the Strength of the Juice in his Crown 
He conceiv'd Tranſmigration of Souls. 
He conceiv'd, &c. 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd there was Wiſdom in Wine, 
And thought that a Cup of the beſt 
Made Reaſon the brighter to ſtne : 
With Wine he repleniſh'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel ; 
Then fancy'd the World, like his Brains, 
Turn'd round, like a Chariot Wheel. 
'Turn'd round, &c. 


Anaxarchus, more patient than Job, 
By Peſtles was pounded to Death; 
Yet {corn'd that a Groan or a Sob 
Should waſte the Remains of his Breath: 
But ſure he was free with his Glaſs, 
And drank to a Pitch of Diſdain, 
Or the Strength of his Wiſdom, alas ! 
I fear would have flinch'd from the Pain, 
I fear, &c. 


Ariſtotle, that Maſter of Arts, 
Had been but a Dunce without Wine ; 
And what we aſcribe to his Parts, 
Is due to the Juice of the Vine: 
His Belly, moſt Writers agree, 
Was as big as a watering Trough ; 
He therefore leap'd into the Sea, 
Becauſe hela have Liquor enough. 
Becauſe, &c. 14 
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When Pzrrho had taken a Glaſs, 

He ſaw that no Object appear'd 
Exactly the ſame as it was, 

Before he had liquor'd his Beard ; 
For Things running round in his Drink, 

Which, ſober, he motionleſs found, 
Occafjion'd the Sceptick to think 


There was nothing of Truth to be found. 


There was, &c. 


Old Plato was reckon'd Divine; 
He fondly to Wiſdom was prone; 
But had it not been for good Wine, 
His Merits had never been known : 
By Wine we are generous made ; 
It furniſhes Fancy with Wings ; 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 


SONG CLXV. 


E AR Chhe, attend 
To th' Advice of a Friend, 
And for once be admoniſh'd by me : 
Before you engage 
To wed with Old-Age, 
Think how Summer and Winter agree. 


So ancient a Fruit, 
For want of a Root, 

Is doom'd to a ſpeedy Decay : 
Youth might ripen your Charms ; 
But Old-Age in young Arms 

Is like froſty Weather in May. 


Believe 
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Believe me, dear Maid, 
When the beſt Cards are play'd, 
You ſeldom can meet with a Trump; 
And, to help the Jeſt on, 
When the Sucker is gone, 
What a Plague would you do with a Pump ? 


Let Men of threeſcore, 
Think of Marriage no more ; 
They need not be fond of that Nooſe: 
The Cripple that begs 
Without any Legs 
Can have no great Occaſion for Shoes. 


A Clock out of Repair 
Doth but badly declare 
The Hour of the Day or the Night; 
For unleſs, my dear Love, 
The Pendulum move, 


Twould be ftrange if the Clock ſhould go right. 


SONG CLXVI. 


HE Laſs that would know how to manage aMan” 


Let her liſten and learn it from me, 
His Courage to quell, or his Heart to trepan, 
As the Time and Occaſion agree. 


The Girl that has Beauty, tho' ſmall be her Wit, 


May wheedle the Clown or the Beau, i 
The Rake may repel, or may draw in the Cit, 
By the Uſe of the pretty Word, No. 


When powder'd Toupees all round are in chat, 
Each ſtriving his Paſſion to ſhow, 


With kiſs me, and love me, my dear, and all that, 


Let her Anſwer to all be, oh, No. 
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When a Doſe is contriv'd to lay Virtue aſleep, 
A Preſent, a Treat, or a Ball, 

She ſtill muſt refuſe, if her Empire ſhe'd keep, 
And No de her Anſwer to all, 


But when Mr. Dapperwit offers his Hand, 
Her Partner in Wedlock to go, 


„ith a Horſe, and a Coach, and a Jointure in Land, 


She's an Idiot if then ſhe ſays, No. 


But if ſhe's attack'd by a Youth full of Charms, 
Whoie Courtſhip proclaims him a Man, 


V/hen preſs'd to his Boſom, and claſp'd in his Arms, 


Then let her ſay No, it ſhe can. 


SONG CLXVII, 


"HE ſweet roſy Morning 
Peeps over the H'!'s, 
With Bluſhes adorning 
the Meadows and Fie ds. 


CHoRUs. 


The merry, merry, merry Horn 
Cries, come, come away ; 

Awake from your Slumbers, 
And hail the new Day. 


The Stag rous'd before us 
Away ſeems to fly, 

And pants to the Chorus 
Of Hounds in full Cry. 


CroRvUus. 


Then foilow, follow, follow, follow 
The muſical Chace, . 
Where Pleaſure and vigorous 


Health you embrace, The 
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The Day's Sport when over, 
Makes the Blood circle right, 
And gives the briſk Lover 
Freſh Charms for the Night. 


CHokus. 


Then let us, let us enjoy 

All we can, while we may; 
Let Love crown the Night, 

As our Sports crown the Day. 


SONG CLXVIII. 


O U LD you obtain the gentle Fair, | 


Aſſume a French fantaſtic Air; 
Oft, when the gen'rous Briton fails, 
A foppiſh Foreigner prevails, 


You muſt teach her to dance, 
As the Mode is in Fance, 
And make the beſt Uſe of your Feet; 
Cock your Hat with a Grace, 
All be-brazen your Face, 
And dreſs moſt affectedly neat, 
And dreſs mott affectedly neat. 


Then bow down like a Beay. 
Hop and turn out your Toe, 
Lead Miſs by the Hand, aud leer at her; 
Draw your Glove with an Air, 
At your white Stockings ſtare, 


And fimper, and ogle, and flatter, 


And ſimper, &c, 


Is 
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Walk 
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Walk the Figure of eight, 

With your Rump ſtiff and ſtraight, 

o turn her with delicate Eaſe; 

Bow again very low, 

Your Good-brevding to ſhow, 

And Miſſy you'll perfectly pleaſe. 

And Miſty, &c. 

If theſe Steps you purſue, 
You will ſoon bring her too, 

And rifle the Child of her Charms ; 
Her poor Heart will heave high, 
And ihe'll languiſh and ſigh, 

And caper quite into your Arms, 

And caper quite into your Arms, 


SONG CLXIX. 


The Hoxty Moon. 


XS May in all her youthful Dreſs, 
So gay my Love did once appear; 
A Spring of Charms adorn'd her Face, 
The Roſe and Lilly flouriſh'd there: 
Thus, while the Enjoyment was young, 
Each Night new Pleaſures did create ; 
Ambrofial Words drop'd from her Tongue, 
And am'rous Cupids round did wait. 


But, as the Sun to Weſt declines, 
The eaſtern Sky does coder grow, 
And all his radiant Looks reſigns 
To the pale Moon, that rules below]; 
So Love, while in her blooming Hour, 
My Chloe was all kind and gay; 
But when Poſſeſſion nip'd that Flow'r, 
Her Charms, like Autumn, drop'd away. 
2 
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He. 
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SONO -CLXX. 


STREPHON and PHILLIS, A Dial gue. 


HEN you for me alone had Charms, 
And none more happy fill'd your Arms, 
Your Strephon ſlighted with Diſdain, 
The faireſt Maidens of the Plain. 
The faireſt Maidens of the Plain. 


While you remain'd to me ſincere, 
Nor any Maid was yet more dear. 

I then was bleſt, my Joys were true, 
And I approv'd no Swain but you. 
And J approv'd, &c. 


But Delia now has won my Heart, 

And does an equal Flame impart ; 

Thro' ſportive Meads and Woods we rove, 
And tell our pleaſing Tales of Love. 

And tell, &c. 


Collin is now my Joy and Care, | 
Each Tree our plighted Vows ſhall bear; | 
And ſweetly glides the Summer's Day, | 
While ev'ry Month with him is May. | 
While ev'ry, &c. 


What if our former Loves return, 
And all my Boſom for you burn; 
If gentle Pella pleaſe no more, 
And I'm your Strephon as before? 
And I'm, &c. 


Tf Phillis may he woo'd again, 

I'll leave the Shepherds of the Plain; 
Will love my Strepbhon kind and true, 
And live and die alone with you. 
And live, &c, 
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Both. The Swain and Maid no more can prove 
Unfaithful to each other's Love; 
Their Breaſts ſnall ever beat the ſame, 
And Love ſhine forth with pureſt Flame, 
And Love ſhine forth with pureſt Flame. 


SONG CLXXI. 


Love REwarpevp. 

IT H Phaebus I often aroſe, 
To feaſt on the Charms of the Spring, 
The Fragrance to imell of the Roſe, 

Or liſten to hear the Birds ſing : 
When Linnets exalted their Strains, 

The Mufic enchanted my Ear; 
My Eyes too were bleſs'd on the Plains 

With various ſweet Blooms of the Year. 


When Chloe ſhone ſmiling ſo gay, 
J there fix d the Scene of Delight; 
My Thoughts ſhe engroſs'd all the Day, 
i ſaw her in Dreams all the Night ; 
Still muſing on CE I walk'd, 

My Harveſt no more in my Thought: 
Of nothing but Cloe I talk'd ; 

Her Smiles were the Harveſt I ſought. 


No longer the Warblers could pleaſe; 
No longer the Roſes look'd gay; 
For Muſic and Sweetneſs and Eaſe 
Were loſt, if my Love was away : 
I tun'd to her Beauties my Lays, 
I tudy'd each Art that could move; 
She took the kind Tribute of Praiſe, 
And paid it with Fondneſs and Love. 


ONG 
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TELLA and Flavia, ev'ry Hour, 
Do various Hearts ſurprize ; 
In Stella's Soul is all her Pow'r, 1 
And Flavia's in her Eyes: 
More boundleſs Flavia's Conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more confin'd ; 
All can diſcern a Face that's fair, 
But few a heav'nly Mind. 


Stella, hke Britain's Monarch, reigns 
O'er cultivated Lands : 

Like eaftern Tyrants, Flavia deigns 
To rule o'er barren Sands: 

Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy Face, 
Thy Beauty's only Store; 

Each Day that makes thy Charms decreaſe 
Will give to Stella more. 


SONG CLXXIII. 


SIC has Pow'r to melt the Soul, 
By Beauty Nature's ſway'd ; 
Each can the Univerſe controul, 
Without the other's Aid; 
Each can the Univerſe controul, 
Without the other's Aid. 


But here together both appcar, 
And Force united try; 

Muſic enchants the liſt'ning Ear, 
And Beauty charms the Eye; 

Muſic enchants, &c. 
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What Cruelty theſe Pow'rs to join ! 
Theſe Tranſports who can bear ! | 
Oh! let the Sound be leſs divine, N 
Or look the Nymph leſs fair ! | 
Oh ! let the Sound be leſs divine, 
Or look the Nymph leſs fair 


SONG CLXXIV. 


CoONTENTMENT. 


True Content! ſecure from Harms, 
What's all the World without thy Charms; 
Which ſtill allure to Reſt ? 
Compar'd therewith, all earthly Joys 
Are empty, fading, trifling 'Toys : 
In thee Mankind is bleſt. 
Bereft of thee, not Monarchs have 


Such Pleaſure as the meaneſt Slave, | 
To whom thou giv'ſt Relief; | 
| 


Tho' Subjects ſhow profound ReſpeQ, 
Nor Duty wilfully neglect, 
Thy Abſence caules Grief. | 


When thou art baniſh'd from the Mind, 
Frail Morta!s vainly are inclin'd N 
To Pride and Avarice, 
Laſciviouſneſs, Idolatry, 
Thefts, Murders, and Adultery, 
With ev'ry other Vice. 


But where thou reign'ſt there's ſolid Peace; 
Thro' thee true Virtue does increale ; 
Thy Countenance expels 
The gloomy Proſpects of Deſpair ; 
It diſſipates the ilaviſh Fear, 
With whomſoe'er it dwells, 


— — 


Come, 


1 n 
8 — 


* „2 =o 


— 


10 1 


Come, then, thou pleaſing Beauty bright? 
Reſide with me both Day and Night, 
Diſplay thy lovely Charms; 


* Be thou diffus'd within my Breaſt, 
And let me ſtill ſecurely reſt 


Infolded in thy Arms. 


Thro' all the various Scenes of Life, 

Preſerve me free from envious Strife, 
On Heav'n ſtill to rely 

For true protecting Aid; and when 

Time terminates in Death, oh ! then 
To thee, O Heav'n ! to fly. 


SO N G CLXXV. 


In Eliza, eu Engliſh Opera. 
I T H Swords on their Thighs the bold Yeo- 


men are ſeen, 
For their Country they arm, their Religion and 


Queen. 
For their Country, &c. 


How glorious their Ardour to lay down their Lives 
In Detence of their Freedom, their ,Children and 
Wives. 


Ve Tyrants, ye know not what Liberty yields, 
How ſhe guards all our Shores, and protects all our 
Fields. 


As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ſtrong, 
She's the Queen of our Mirth, and the Joy of our 
Song, | 


To 
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To Liberty raiſe up the high chearful Strain; 
Fill the Goblets around to the Lords of the Maire. 
Eliza is Queen, and her brave loyal Band, 
Shall drive each Invader far out of the Land. 


SON G CLXXVI. 


Sung in the Opera of Eliza. 


HEN all the Artic Fire was fled, 
And all the Roman Virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom loſt her Seat. 
Poor Freedom loſt her Seat. 
The Gothic Mantle ſpread a Night, 
That damp'd fair Virtue's fading Light. 
The Mules loſt their Mate. 
The Muſes loſt their Mate. 
Where ſhould they wander, 
Where ſhould they wander, 
W hat new Shore 
Had yet a Laurel left in Store. 
To this bleſt Iſle they fteer, 
To this bleſt Ile they ſteer, 
Soon the Parnaſſian Choir was heard, 
Soon Virtue's ſacred Form appear'd, 
And Freedom ſoon was here. 
And Freedom ſoon was here. 
The lazy Monk has loſt his Cell, 
Religion rings her hallow'd Bell, 
She calls thee now by me. 
She calls thee now by me. 
Hark, hark, hark, her Voice all plaintive ſounds, 
See, lee, ſee, ſhe receives a thouſand Wounds, 


11 
If ſhielded not by thee. 
If ſtüelded not by thee. 


SONG CLXAXVIL 


K1TTY's Praiſe. 


N Notes ſublime my daring Muſe 
Expreſs your tuneful Lays, 

No Subject fitter ycu can chule, 
han lovely Kitiy's Praiſe. 

With Warmth proclaim each tender Charm 
That rais'd my hapleſs Flame, 

With Joy relate each ſoft Alarm, 
"That rife at Kizty's Name. 


The mighty Gods may Venus prize; 
But little do they know, 
That Kitty does ſuperior riſe, 

And charms this World below. 
Adorn'd with each attractive Grace 
Appears the lovely Maid, 
Bewitching Softneſs in her Face, 

She needs no Ceſtus' Aid. 


Her Eyes ſuperior Brightneſs own, 
'Than'e'er the Sun could prove; 

That Planet nought but Warmth has ſhown, 
Her Eyes dart pow'rful Love. 

Altho' Mankind can ne'er agree, 

And Diſcord bears the Sway ; 

In this, with Joy, they join with me, 
That Kitty bears the Bay. 

Kind Cupid, hear thy Suppliant's Pray'r, 
And eaſe my Love-ſick Mind; _ 


Beſtow on me the lovely Fair, 
And make the Charmer kind, 
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The Gods themſelves when her I win, 
May roll in Joys divine ; 
My only Wiſh is Kitiy /— ne. 
I'm bleſs'd when ſhe is mine, 


SONG CLXXVIN, 


Sung by Mrs. Clive, in the Farce of High Life below 
Stairs, Set by My. Batterſhill. 


8 G ME here, fellow Servants, and liſten to me, 
I'll ſhew you how thoſe of ſuperior Degree, 
Are only Dependents, no better than we. 

Are only Dependents, no better than we. 


Both high and low in this do agree, 

*T'is here fellow Servant, and there fellow Servant, 
and all in a Livery. 

Tis here, fellow Servant, and there, fellow Servant, 
and all in a Livery, all in a Livery. 


See yonder fine Spark in Embroidery dreſt, 
Who bows to the Great, and if they ſmile, is bleſt; 
What is he, i'faith, but a Servant at beſt. 

Cho, Both High, &c. 


Nature made all alike, no Diſtinction ſhe craves, 
So we * at the great World, its Fools and its 
naves; 
For we are all Servants, but they are all Slaves. 
Both high, &c. 


The fat ſnining Glutton looks up to his Shelf, 

The wrinkled lean Miſer bows ; Auth to his Pelf, 

And the Curl-pated Beau is a Slave to himſelf, 
Both high, &c. 


The gay ſparkling Belle, who the whole Town a- 
larms, 


And 
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And with Eyes, Lips, and Neck, ſets the Smarts all 
in Arms, 

Is a Vaſſal herſelf, a meer Drudge to her Charms. 
Both high, &c. 

Then we'll drink like our Betters, and laugh, ſing, 
and love ; 

And when fick of one Place, to another we'll move, 

For with Little and Great, the beſt Joy is to rove, 
Both high, &c. 


SONG CLXXIX. 


"Tis TimE ENOUGH YET, Sung by Mr. Atkins. 


'Term full as long as the Siege of old Troy, 
To win a ſweet Girl I my Time did employ. 
To win a ſweet Girl I my Time did employ. 
Oft urg'd her the Day of our Marriage to ſet, 
As often ſhe anſwer' d, 'tis Time enough yet. 
As often ſhe anſwer'd, tis Time enough yet. 


I told her, at laſt, that her Paſſions were wrong, 
And more, that I ſcorn'd to be fool'd with ſo long, 
She burſt out a laughing at ſeeing me fret, 

And humming a Tune, cry'd, tis Time enough yet. 
Time enough yet, &c. 


Determin'd by her to be laugh'd at no more, 
I flew from her Preſence, and bounc'd out of Door, 
Reſolv'd of her Uſage the better to get, 
Or on her my Eyes again never to ſet, 
Never to ſet, &c. 


To me the next Morning her Maid came in hafte, 

And beg'd, for God's 5 boy I'd forget what was paſt, 

Declar'd her young Lady did nothing but fret ; 

I told her I'd think on't, twas Time enough yet. 
Time enough yet, &c, 


She 
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She next in a Letter, as long as my Arm, 
Declar'd, from her Soul, ſhe intended no Harm, 
And begg'd I the Day for our Marriage would let, 
I wrote her an Anſwer, 'tis Time enough yet, 
Time enough yet, &c. 


But that was ſcarce gone when a Meſſage was ſent, 

To ſhew in my Heart I began to relent, 

I begg'd 1 might fee her; together we met, 

We kiſt and were Friends again, ſo we are yet, 
So we are yet, &c. 


SONG CLXXX. 


$1: by Mr. Crome. 


OUSE, Br:tons, rouſe and face the Foe; 
Support your brave Ally ; 

His Ardour imitate, and throw 
Deſtruction on their Pertidy. 

Tune, tune your Notes to chearful Strains, 

Ye lovely Nymphs and jolly Swains, 

With joyful Hearts we'll gladly ſing, 
Long live the Brave, long live the Brave, 
Long live the Brave, the Praſſian King. 
Long live the Brave, long live the Brave, 
Long live the Brave, the Pryfian King. 
Long live the Brave, long live the Brave, 
Long live the Brave, the Praſſian King. 
Long live the Brave, long live the Brave, 
Long live the Brave, the Pruſſian King. 


With joyful Hearts we'll gladly ſing, 
Long live the Pruſſian in 


With joyful Hearts we'll glad y ſing, 
ing. 


Long live the Pruſſian 
| Long 


' 
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Long live the Brave, long live the Brave, | 
Long live the Brave, the Praſian King. 
Brave, long live the Brave, 
Long live the Brave, the Praſſian King. 
Brave, long live the Brave, 
Long live the Brave, the Pruſſian King. 
Brave, long live the Brave, 
Long live the Brave, the Pruſſian King. 


Let Poictiers, Creſfſy's Battles ſpur 
Thy ſleeping Valour on to Fame, 
Convince the French, without Demur 
You've caught a Spark of Frederick's Flame. 
Tune, tune your Notes, &c, 


That Hero may Succeſs attend, 
Who does ſo well ſupport his Cauſe ; 
Join, Britons, join your noble Friend, 
Firſt beat the French, then give them Laws. 
Tune, tune your Notes to chearful Strains, 
Ye lovely Nymphs and jolly Swains, 
With joyful Hearts we'll gladly ſing, 
Long live the Brave, the Praſſian King. 
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SONG CLXXXI. 


Apvice To DAPHNE, 


RETTY, little, modeſt Fair, | 
Sweetly ſoft and debonair, | 
Sweetly ſoft and debonair, 

Why ſo fond of giving Pain, 
Where's the Merit of Diſdain, 

Say, can Female Frowns aſſuage, 
Love's impetuous, frantick Rage, 
Smile, fair Maid, in Beauty's Bloom, 
Ere ſome latent Evil come, 


Stetely 
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Stately Forms muſt ſoon decay, 
Wanton Youth will ſteal away. 
Wanton Youth will ſteal away. 
Mark the fragrant budding Roſe, 
How it bloſſoms, how it flows, 


Such is Beauty's tranſient Boaſt. 

Such the Eye that ſparkles moſt, 
Haſte then, Daphne, haſte to live, 
Kindnefs take, and Kindneſs give. 


SONG CLXXXII. 


Sung'by Mr. Lowe and Mrs, Lampe. 


\ TJ O W the happy Enot is ty'd, 
Betſy is my charming Bride, 
ing the Bells, and fill the Bow], 
Revel all without Controul. 
Who ſo fair as lovely Be / 
Who ſo blefs'd as Colinet ! 


Who ſo fair as lovely Ber! 
Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet ! 


Now adieu to Maiden Arts, 
Angling for unguarded Hearts; 
Welcome Hymer's laſting Joys, 
Liſping wanton Girls and Boys, 
Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 

Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


Tho' ripe Sheaves of yellow Corn, 
Now my plenteous Barn adorn ; 
Tho' I've deck'd my Myrtle Bow'rs 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt Flow'rs, 
Riper, fairer, {weeter yet, 


Are the Charms of lovely Bei. 


Tho' 
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Tho' on Sundays I was ſeen 
Dreſs'd like any May-day Queen, 
Tho' ſix Sweethearts daily ſtrove 
To deſerve thy Betty's Love, 
Them I quit without Regret, 
All my Joy's in Colinet. 


Strike up then the Ruſtick Lay, 
Crown with Sports our Bridal Day 
May each Lad a Miſtreſs find, 
Like my Betſy, fair and kind, 

And each Laſs a Husband get, 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the Bells and fill the Bowl, 
der all without Controul, 

ay the Sun ne'er riſe or ſet, 
But with Joy to happy Bet, 
And her faithful Colinet. 


S O N G CLXXXIIL 


A BALLAD in the Scottiſh Taſte. 


HE Laſs of the Weſt was witty and free, 
Her Looks gay and winning, her Eyne full 
of Glee 3 
The Lads all around lovely Nancy did wooe, 
But none lov'd like Viiiy, like W:7ly fo true 


In a cool poplar Shade, near a {low running Stream, 
The Shepherd thus warbled, and this was his Theme: 
While ftrive to be free, I am limed all o'er, 

And the more that I ſtruggle, am tangled the more. 


Over Hills and high Mountains full far have I been; 
Fine Aſſemblies, in fine Towns, full oft have I m—_ : 
2 N ; 
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The ſeſſmin, the Roſe, and the Carnation dye, 


And ſhelter thee ſafe from the Wind and the Show'r. 
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By the Banks of rough Severn, by ſmooth gliding | 
Thame, © | 

'Thro' gay London Damſels, right Heart-free I came, 

But unweeting Loon, who Ve- did roam, 

I had ſtill been ſecure, had I bided at Home: 

Now with love of dear Nancy my Heart runneth o'er ; 


And the more that I ftrive, I am tangled the more. 


When lonely I wander, my Flock goes aſtray ; 
Whilel fondly fit wiſhing, ſwift Time flies away : 
With ſwift flying Time all Nature is born ; 

The Laſſes all lovely, the Lads all love-lorn ! 


And my brighter Nancy muſt withering lie ! 
Full fain would I guard thee thro' Life, my ſweet 
Flow'r ! 


gliding 
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+ He'd conquer our 4 oat, 
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The following SON G in the Entertainment of the 
FAI R, ſung at Covent-Garden Theatre by Mr, 
Beard, in the Charafer of a Recruiting Serjeant, 
and written by Mr. Paul Whitehead, being much 
admired, we have added it to this COLLECTION, 


| 1 N Story we're told 
How our Monarchs of old 
D'er France ſpread their Royal Domain; 
But no Annals can ſhow | 
Their Pride laid ſo low, 
As when brave Georce the ſecond did reign, 


Of Roman and Greek 
Let Fame no more ſpeak 
ow their Arms the o/q World did ſubdue :; 
Thro' the Nations around 
Let our Trumpets now ſound 
How Britons have conquer'd the new, 


Eaſt, Weſt, North and South, 
Our Cannons” loud Mouth 

Shall the Right of our Monarch maintain: 
On America's Strand 
Amberſt limit the Land, 

B:/cawwen give Law on the Main. 


Each Port and each 'Town 
We ſtill make our own, 
Cape- Breton, Crown-Point, Niagar; 
Guadaloupe, Senegal, 
Dnebeck's mighty Fall 
Shall prove we've no equal in War. 


Though Confars did boaſt 
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By the Banks of rough Severn, by ſmooth gliding 2 
Thame, © | 

'Thro' gay London Damſels, right Heart-free I came. 


But unweeting Loon, who Yef-way did roam, 
I had till been ſecure, had I bided at -Home: 
Now with love of dear Nancy my Heart runneth o'er ; 
And the more that I ftrive, 1 am tangled the more, 


When lonely I wander, my Flock goes aftray ; 
Whilel fondly fit wiſhing, ſwift Time flies away : 
With ſwift flying Time all Nature is born ; 

The Laſſes all lovely, the Lads all love-lorn ! 


The Jefimin, the Roſe, and the Carnation dye, 

And my brighter Nancy muſt withering lie 

Full fain Would I guard thee thro' Life, my ſweet 
Flow'r ! 

And ſhelter thee ſafe from the Wind and the Show'r, 
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1The following SON G in the Entertainment of the 
FAIR, ſung at Covent-Garden Theatre by Mr, 
Beard, in the Charadter of a Recruiting Serjeant, 
and written by Mr. Paul Whitehead, being much 
admired, we have added it to this COLLECTION, 
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1 N Story we're told 

How our Monarchs of old 
er France ſpread their Royal Domain; 

But no Annals can ſhow- | 

Their Pride laid ſo low, 
As when brave GEORGE the ſecond did reign, 


Of Raman and Creek 

Let Fame no more ſpeak 

How their Arms the % World did ſubdue ; 
Thro' the Nations around 

Let our Trumpets now ſound 

How Britons have conquer'd the new. 


Eaſt, Weſt, North and South, 

Our Cannons' loud Mouth 

Shall the Right of our Monarch maintain: 
On America's Strand 
Amberſt limit the Land, 

B:/cawwen give Law on the Main. 


Each Port and each Town 
We ſtill make our own, 
Cape- Breton, Crown-Point, Niagar; 
Guadalupe, Senegal, 
Duebeck's mighty Fall 
Shall prove we've no equal in War. 


Though Confans did boaſt 
He'd conquer our 2 
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oOiur Thunder ſoon made Monſieur mute: 
âʒc.n Brave Hawke wing'd his Way, 

=> Then pounc'd on his Prey, 
And gave him an Engliſb Salute, 


| At Mnger, you know. 

FR How we conquer'd the Foe, 

| I While homeward their Army now ſteers, 
„Though, they cry'd, Briti Bands 

: Are too hard for our Hands, 

Beggr we can beat them in Heels. 


hile our Heroes from home 

For Laurels now roam, 

hould the flat-bottom Boats but appear, 
Our Militia ſhall ſhew 

No Wooden-ſhoe Foe 

Can with Freemen in Battle compare. 
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Our Fortunes and Lives, 
Our Children and Wives, 

To defend, is the Time now or never; 
Ihen let each Voluntier 
Too the Drum-head repair | 
King GeorGs and OLD £xGLAND for ever. 
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